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DIARY AND LETTERS 
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AUTHOR OF «EVELINA/^ 



PART I. 
1781. 

Mrs* Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Streatham, Saturday* 

My Dear Miss Burney, 
And so here cornes your sweet letter. And so I 
pleased Mr. Crisp, did I ? and yet he never heard, it 
seems, the only good things I said, which were very 
earnest, and very honest, and very pressing invitations 
to him, to see Streatham nearer than through the 
télescope. Now, that he did not hear ail this was your 
fault, mademoiselle ; for you told me that Mr. Crisp 
was old, and Mr. Crisp was infirm; and, if I had 
found those things so, I should have spoken louder, 
and concluded him to be deaf : but, finding him very 
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amiable, and very élégant, and veiy polite to me, and 
very unlike an old man, I never thought about his 
being deaf ; and, perhaps, was a little coquettish too, 
in my manner of ihaking the invitation. I now repeat 
it, however, aud give it under my hand, that I should 
consider such a visit as a very, very great honour, and 
so would Mr. Thrale. 
And now for dismal ! 

I have been seriously ill ever since I saw you. Mrs. 
Burney bas been to me a kind and useful friend, 
— bas suflFered me to keep her here ail this time — is 
here still— would not go to Sir Joshna's, though she 
was asked; because I could not; and has been as 
obliging, and as attentive, and as good to me as possible. 
Dick is happy, and rides out with my master, and his 
mamma and I look at them out of the dressing-room 
window. So much for self. 

In the midst of my own misery I felt for my dear 
Mrs. Byron's ; but Charnier has relieved that anxiety 
by assurances that the Admirai behaved quite unexcep- 
tionably, and that, as to honour in the West Indies, all 
goes well. The Grenadas are a heavy loss indeed, nor 
is it supposed possible for Byron to protect Barbadoes 
and Antigua. Barrington has acted a noble part; he 
and Coant d'Estaing remind one of the heroic con- 
tentions of distant times. The Lyon, on our side, 
«^commanded by a Welshman, and the Languedoc, on 
the side of the French, fought with surprising fury, and 
lost a great number of men ; it was a glorious day, 
though on our side unfortunate. 

D'Orvilliérs has left our Channel after only cutting 
« few ships out of Torbay, and chasing Sir Charles to 
Spithead. Many suppose the home campaiga quite 
over for this year. 
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I have liad very kind letters from Dr. Delap. I 
love the Sussex people somehow, and they are a mighty 
sUly race too. Bat 'tis never for their wisdom that one 
loves the wisest, or for thar wit that one loves the 
wittiest; 'tis for benevolence, and virtue, and honest 
fondness, one loves people ; the other qualities make 
one pTOiad of loving them too. 

Dear, sweet, kind Burney, adieu ; whether sick or 
«orry, ever yours, 

H. L. T. 



Mrs. ThraU io Miss. F. Bumey. 

Streatham, Thursday, 4th January. 

Don't I pick up franks prettily ? I sent a hundred 
miles for this, and the churl enelosed but one — cer- 
tain that Miss Burney could not live long enough 
avray from me to need two." Ah, cruel Miss Burney ! 
she will never corne again, I tbink. 

Well! but I did see Philips written in that young 
man's honest iace, though nobody pronounced the 
Word; and I boldly bid him Good morrowy Cap- 
tain" at the door, trusting to my own instinct when I 
came away. Your sweet father, however, this day 
trusted me with the whole secret, and from my heart 
do I wish every comfort and joy from the match. 

'Tis now high time to tell you that the pictures are 
corne home, ail but mine, — which my mas ter don't like. 
He bas ordered your father to sit to-morrow, in his 
peremptory way ; and I shall have the dear Doctor 
every morning at breakfast. I took ridiculous pains 
to tutor him to-day, and to insist, in my peremptory 
way, on his forbearing to write or read late this 
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erening, that my picture might not have blood-shot 
eyes. 

Merlin bas been here to tune the fortepianos. He 
told Mrs. Davenant and me tbat he bad thougbts of 
inventing a particular mill to grind old ladies young, 
as be was so prodigiously fond of their company. I 
suppose be tbougbt we sbould bring grist. Was tbat 
tbe way to put people in tune? I asked bim. 

Doctor Burney says your letters and mine are alike, 
and tbat it cornes by writing so incessantly to eacb 
otber. I feel proud and pleased, and find I sball slip 
pretty readily into tbe Susannuccia's place, wben she 
goes to settle on ber 700Z. a-year ; of wbicb God give 
ber joy seven bundred times over, dear créature! I 
never knew bow it was to love an incognita but Susan 
Burney : my personal acquaintance witb ber is actually 
notbing — ^is it? and yet we always seem to understand 
one anotber. 

H. L. T. 



Mrs, Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Streatham, Thursday^ 11 th. 

I never was so glad of a letter from you before : tbe 
dear Doctor bad been in tbe room just half-an-bour, 
and bad frigbted me witb an account of your fever. 
Tbank God tbere is no barm come to my sweet little 
friend; ber spirits and ber affection are as strong as 
ever, for ail Dr. Jobnson, — wbo says nobody loves 
eacb otber mucb wben tbey bave been parted long. 
How well do you know bim, and me, and ail of us, — 
and talk of my pénétration ! 

Your fatber sits for bis picture in tbe Doctor of 
music's gown; and Bartolozzi makes an engraving 
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from it to place at the head of the book. Sir Joshua 
delights in the portrait, and saya 'twill be the best 
among them. I hope it will; and by this time^.per- 
haps, you may have begun thinking of the miniature ioo ; 
but it is not touched yet, I assure you. Sweet Susan- 
nuccia ! I toill slide into her place ; I shall get more of 
your Company, too, and more — is there any more to 
be had? — of your confidence. Yes, yes, there is a 
little^ to be sure ; but dear Mrs. Thrale shall have it 
ail now. Oh, 'tis an excellent match! and he has 
700Z. a-year — that is, he will have : it is entailed, and 
irrévocable. 

I send this by your father, who will put it in the 
post; not a frank to-day for love or money. I did 
not intend to have written so soon. He and I shall 
meet at St. James's this day se'nnight. The Owhyhee* 
is to be trimmed with grebeskins and gold to the tune 
of 651. — the trimming only. What would I give to 
shew it to you! — or shew you any thing, for that 
matter, that would shew how affectionately I am yours ! 
« # « « # 

Dr. Bumey says you carry bird-lime in your brains, 
for every thing that lights there sticks. I think you 
carry it in your heart, and that mine sticks very close 
to it. So adieu ! 

H. L. T. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss Bumey. 

Grosvenor Square, Tuesday, Feb. 7, 1781. 
This moment Dick Burriey tells me how ill you are. 
My dear, how shall I keep from stepping into a post- 

* Mrs. Thrale had a court dress woven at Spîtalfields^ from a 
pattern of Owhyhee manufacture, brought thence by Cap tain 
Bumey. 
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chaise, and sousing through Gascoyne Lane to look 
after you ? Complicated as my engagements are, be- 
twe«D business and flaab, I shall certainly serve you 
so, if you do not make haste and be well. 

Yesterday I had a conyersazione. Mrs. Montagu 
was brilliant in diamonds^ solid in judgment, critical 
in talk. Sophy smiled, Piozzi sung, Pepys panted with 
admiration, Johnson was good-humoured. Lord John 
Clinton attentive, Dr. Bowdler lame, and my master 
âot asleep. Mrs. Ord looked élégant, Lady Rotbes 
dainty, Mrs. Davenant dapper, and Sir Philip's curls 
Tvere ail blown about by the wind. Mrs. Byron re- 
joices that her Admirai and I agrée so well ; the way 
to his heart is connoisseurship it seems, and for a 
back-ground and eontomo, who cornes up to Mrs. 
Tbrale, you know. 

Captain FuUer flashes away among us. How that 
boy loves rough merrimentl the people ail seem to 
keep out of his way for fear. 

Aunt Cotton died firmly persuaded that Mrs. Bave* 
nant was a natural, and that I wrote her letters for 
her-— how odd ! 

Many people said she was the prettiest woman in 
the room last night, — and that is as odd; Augusta 
Byron, and Sophy Streatfield, and Mrs. HinchlifFe, 
being présent. 

Mrs. Montagu talked to me about you for an hour 
f other day, and said she was amazed that so délicate 
a girl could write so boisterous a book. 

Loveliest Burney, be as well as ever you can, pray 
do. When you are with me, I think I love you from 
habit; when you are from me, I fancy distance 
endears you : be that as it may, your own father 
can alone love you better, or wish you better, or 
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désire the sight of you more sincerely, than does 
your 

H. L. T. 

Dr. Johnson is very good and very cïubbàble^ but 
Sir R. Jebb is quite a scourge to me. Who now would 
believe that I cannot make a friend of that man, but 
am foTced to fly to Dr. Pepys for comfort ? He i» 
so haughty, so impracticable a créature; and yet I 
esteem and honour him, though I cannot make him 
feel any thing towards me but désire of downing, &c. 



Miss Burney to Mrs. Thrale. 

Chesington, February Sth, 1781. 

This moment bave two sweet and most kind letters 
from my best-loved Mrs. Thrale made amends for no 
little anxiety irhieh her fancied silence had given me. 
I know not what is now come to this post ; but there 
is nothing I can bear with so little patience as being 
tricked out of any of your letters. They do, indeed^ 
give me more deligfat than I can express; they seem 
to me the perfection of epistolary writing ; for, in Dr. 
Johnson's phrase, ail that is not kindness is wit^ and 
ail that is not wit is kindness. 

What you tell me of Mrs. Montagu and Mrs. Carter 
gives me real concern ; it is a sort of gênerai disgrâce 
to us; but, as you say, it shall bave nothing to do 
with you and I. Mrs. Montagu, as we have often 
agreed, is a character rather to respect than love, for 
she bas not that don d'aimer by which alone love can 
be made fond or faithful ; and many as are the causes 
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by which respect may be lessened, there are very few 

by which it can be afterwards restored to its first 

dignity. But where there is real aflFection, the case is 

exactly reversed; few things can weaken, and every 

trifle can revive it. 

Yet not for forty years, in this life at least, shall we 

continue to love each other ; I am very sure I, for one, 

shall never last half that time. If you saw btit how 

much the illness of a week bas lowered and injured 

me, considering in what perfect health I came hitber, 

you would be half astonished ; and that in spite of the 

utmost care and attention from every part of this kind 

family. I bave just, with great difficulty, escaped a 

relapse, from an unfortunate fresh cold with which I 

am at this time struggling. Long last you, dearest 

madam! — I am sure in the whole world I know not 

such another. 

# # # # # 

I think I shall always hate this book* which bas 
kept me so long away from you, as much as I shall 
always love " Evelina," who first comfortably introduced 
me to you ; an event which I may truly say opened a 
new, and, I hope, an exbaustless source of happiness 
to your most gratefully afiectionate 



March 23d, 1781. — I bave very narrowly escaped a 
return of the same vile and irksome fever which with 

* " Cecilia/' which Miss Bumey had heen long employed in 
writing, and which made its appearance shortly afterwards. 



F.B. 



Journal JResumed. 



(Addressed to Mr. Crisp.) 
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such difficully has been conquered, and that ail from 
Texation. Last week I went to dinner in Grosvenor 
Square. I ran up*stairs, as usual, into Mrs. Thrale s 
dressing-room, and shç there acquainted me that Mr. 
Thrale hàd resolved upon going abroad : fxst to Spa, 
next to Italy, and then whither his fancy led him! 
that Dr. Johnson was to accompany them, but that, 
as their journey was without limit either of time or 
place^ as Mr. Thrale's ill state of health and strange 
state of mind would make it both melancholy and 
alarming, she could not in conscience think of taking 
me from my own friends and country without know- 
ing either whither, or for what length of time. She 
would Write to me, however, every post ; leave me the 
keys of ail she left of any value, and, in case of any evil 
to herself, make me her executrix ! 

Oh, what words! and what a scheme! I was so 
infinitely shocked, surprised, and grieved, that I was 
forced to run away from her, and insist upon hearing 
no more ; neither could I sufficiently recover even to 
appear at dinner, as Dr. Johnson, Mr. Seward, and 
Mr. Ingram, were of the party ; I was obliged, there- 
fore, to shut myself up ail the afternoon. 

You will not, I am sure, wonder that I should be 
utterly disconcerted and aflBiicted by a plan so wild in 
itself, and so grievous to me. I was, indeed, hardly 
able to support myself with any firmness ail day ; and 
unfortunately, there was in the evening a great rout. 
I was then obliged to appear, and obliged to tell every 
body I was but half recovered from my late indis- 
position^ 

The party was veiy large, and the company very 
brilliant. I was soon encircled by acquaintances, and 
forced to seem as gay as my neighbours. My steady 
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companions were Miss Coussmaker, Augusta Byron^ 
Miss Ord, and Miss Thrale ; and the S. S. never 
quits me. 

I bad a long conversation wi^h the new Lord Shef- 
field; and, as I had never seen him sincé he was 
Colonel Holroyd, I was ridiculously enough embar- 
rassed with his new title, blundering from lord to 
«tr, and from sir to my lorcL He gave me a long 
accoant of his Coventry affidrs, and of the commitment 
of the sheriffs to Newgate. He is a spirited and 
agreeable man, and, I doabt not, will make himself 
conspicuous in the right way. Lady ShefHeld was 
also very civil ; and^ as she came second, I was better 
prepared, and therefore gave her làdyship her title 
with more readiness ; which was lucky enough, for I 
believe she would miicfa less bave liked the omission. 

Mrs. Thrale took much pains to point ont her friend 
Lord John Clinton to me, and me to him : he is^ 
extremely ngly, but seems livèly and amiable. 

The greatest beauty in the room, except the S. S.^ 
was Mrs. Gwynn, lately Mifis Homeck; and the 
greatest fright was Lord Sandys. 

I bave time for nothing more about this evening,. 
which, had not my mind been whoUy and sadly occu- 
pied by other matters, would bave been very agreeable 
to me. 

The next day I again spent in Grosvenor Square^ 
where nothing new had passed about this cruel jour- 
Bey. I then met a very small party, consisting only 
of Mrs. Price, who was a Miss Evelyn^ Miss Benson,. 
Dr. Johnson, and Mrs. Carter. 

The latter, as there were so few folks, talked a good 
deal, and was fiur more sociable and easy than I had 
yet seen her. Her talk, too, though ail upon books 



Digitized by 



1781] 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



13 



(for life and maimers dbe i& as ignorant of as a nun), 
was very unaffected and good-humoured, and I liked 
her exceedingly. Mrs. Price is a very sensible, 
sbrewd, lofty, and faard-headed woman. Miss Benson 
not very uniike her. 

TuESDAY. — I passed the whole day at Sir Joshua 
Kejmolds's with Miss Palmer, who, in the ntornmg, 
took me to see some most beautiful fans, painted by 
Poggi, &om designs of Sîr Joshua, Ângelica, West, 
and Cipriani, on leather; they are, indeed, more de» 
lightful than can well be imagined : one was bespoke 
by the Duchesa of Devonshire, for a présent to some 
woman of rank in France, that was to cost 30Z. 

We were aceompanied by Mr. Eliot, the knight of 
the shire for Cornwall, a most agreeable, lively, and 
very élever man. 

We then went to Mr. Webber's, to see his South 
Sea drawings. Here we met Cap tain King, who chiefly 
did the honours in shewing the curiosities and ex- 
plaining them. He is one of the most natural^ gay, 
honest, and pleasant characters I ever met with. We 
spent ail the rest of the morning here, much to my 
satisfaction. The drawings are extremely well worth 
seeing; they consist of views of the country of Ota- 
heite, New Zealand, New Amsterdam, Kamschatka, 
and parts of China ; and portraits of the inhabitants 
done from the life. 

When we returned to Leicester Fields we were 
heartily welcomed by Sir Joshua. Mr. Eliot stayed 
the whole day ; and no other company came but Mr. 
Webber, who was invited to tea. Sir Joshua is fat 
and well. He is preparing for the Exhibition a new 
''Death of Dido;'* portraits of the three beautiful Lady 
Waldegraves, Horatia, Lauxa, and Maria, ail in one 
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picture, and at work with the tambour ; a Thais, for 
which a Miss Emîly^ a celebrated courtesan, sat, at 
the désire of the Hon. Charles Greville ; and what 
others I know not : but bis room and gallery are both 
crowded. 

Thursday. — I spent the whole day again in Gros- 
venor Square, where there was a very gay party to 
dinner; Mr. Boswell, Dudley Long, Mr. Adair, Dr. 

Delap, Mr, B , Dr. Johnson, and my father ; and 

much could I write of what passed, if it were possible 

for me to get time. Mr. B was just as absurdly 

pompons as at Brighton ; and, in the midst of dinner, 
without any sort of introduction, or reason, or motive, 
he called out aloud, — 

" Sweet are the slumbers of the charming maid ! " 

A laugh from ail parties, as you may imagine, fol- 
lowed this exclamation; and he bore it with amazing 
insensibility. 

"What 's ail this laugh for?" cried Dr. Johnson, 
who had not heard the cause. 

" Why, sir," answered Mrs. Thrale, when she was 

able to speak, " Mr. B just now called out,— 

nobody knows why, — * Sweet are the slumbers of the 
virtuous maid!' " 

No, no, not virtuoiiSy' cried Mr. Boswell, " he 
said charming ; he thought that better!" 

"Ay, sure, sir," cried Mr. B , unmoved; " for 

why say virtiwus? — can we doubt a fair female's 
virtue? — oh fie, oh fie! 'tis a superfluous epithet." 

" But," cried Mrs; Thrale, " in the original it is 
the virtuous man; why do you make it a maid of the 
sudden, Mr. B ?" 

" I was alarmed at first," cried Dr. Delap, " and 
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thought he had caught Miss Burney napping ; but 
whén I looked at her, and saw her- awake, I was at a 
loss, indeed, to find the reason of the change." 

"Here, sir! iny lad!" cried Mr. B to the ser- 
vant ; " why, my head's on fire ! What ! have you got 
never a screen ? Why, I shall be what you may call 
a hot'lieadedfellow ! 1 shall be a mère rôti !" 

In the aftemoon we were joined by Mr. Crutchley, 
Mr. Byron, and Mr. Selwin; and then we had a 
thousand private conférences and consultations con- 
cerning the Spa journey. 

I have been so often and so provokingly interrupted 
in. writing this, that I must now finish it by lumping 
matters at once. Sir Richard Jebb and Dr. Pepys 
have both been consulted concerning this going 
abroad, and are both equally violent against it, as 
they think it even unwarrantable, in such a state of 
heaJth as Mr. Thrale's ; and, therefore, it is settled 
that a great meeting of his friends is to take place 
before he actually prépares for the journey, and they 
are to encircle him in a body, and endeavour, by re- 
présentations and entreaties, to prevail with him to 
give it up ; and I have little doubt myself but, amongst 
us, we shall be able to succeed. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Thrale.* 

Wednesday evening. 

You bid me write to you, and so I will; you bid 
me pray for you, and so, indeed, .1 do, for the 

* This letter was written in reply to a few words from Mrs. 
Thrale, in which, alluding to her husband*s sudden death, she begs 
Miss Bumey to " write to me— pray for me ! " The hurried note 
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restoration of your sweet peace of mind. I pray for 
your résignation to this bard blow, for tfae continued 
union and exertion of your virtues witb your talents, 
and for tbe bappiest reward tbeir exertion can meet 
witb, in tbe gratitude and prosperity of your cbildren. 
Tbese are my prayers for my beloved Mrs. Tbrale ; 
but'tbese are not my only ones; no» tbe unfailing 
warmtb of ber kindness for nsyself I bave rarely, for a 
long time past, slept witbout first petitioning. 

I ran away witbout seeing you again wben I foond 
you repented tbat sweet compliance witb my reqnest 
wbicb I bad won from you. For tbe world would I 
not bave pursued you, bad I first seen your pro- 
hibition, nor could I endure to owe tbat consent to 
leasing wbicb I only solicited from tenderness. Still, 
Loweyer, I tbink you bad better bave suffèred me to 
foUow you ; I migbt bave been of some use ; I bardiy 
could bave been in your way. But I grieve now to 
bave forced you to an interview wbicb I would bave 
spared myself as well as you, bad I foreseen bow little 
it would bave answered my purpose. 

Yet tbougb I cannot help feeliug disappointed, I am 
not surprised ; for in any case at ail similar, I am sure 
I sbould bave tbe same eagerness for solitude. 

I tell you notbing of bow sincerely I sympatbise in 
your affliction ; yet I believe Ibat Mr. Crutchley and 
Dr. Jobnson alone do so more earnestly ; and I bave 
some melancboly comfort in flattering myself tbat, 
allowing for tbe difierence of our cbaracters, tbat true 

from Mrs. Thrale is thus endorsed by Miss Bumey " Writteû 
a few hours after the death of Mr. Thrale, which happened by a 
sudden stroke of apoplezy, on the moming of a day on which half 
the fashion of London had been inyited to an intended assembly 
at bis house in Grosvenor Square." 
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regard which I felt was as traly returned. Nothing 
but kindness did I ever meet with ; he ever loved to 
hâve me, not merely with his family, but with him- 
self; and grateAilly shall I ever reinember a tbonsand 
kind expressions of esteem and good opinion^ which are 
now crowding upon ray memory. 

Âh, dearest madam! you had better bave accepted 
me ; I am sure, if unfit for you^ I am at this time unfit 
for erery body. Adieu, and Heaven préserve my 
heart*8 . dearest friend ! Don't torment yourself to 
Write to me, nor will I even ask Queeny, though she is 
good, and I believe would not deny me ; but what can 
you say but that you are sad and comfortless ? and do 
I not know that far too well ? I will write again to 
you, and a thousand times again, for nothing am I 
more truly than your 

F. B. 

Miss F, Burney to Mrs. Thraîe. 

Saturday, April 6th. 

I would I had some commission, some business, 
8ome pretence for writing to my best-loved friend ; for 
write I must, while I bave the faintest hope my letters 
will be received without aversion. Yet I bave nothing 
on earth to say, but how much I love and how truly I 
am grieved for her. To you, dearest madam, I can offer 
nothing by way of comfort or consolation, whatever I 
might do to many others ; but what could I urge which 
you bave not a thousand times revolved in your own 
mind ? Dr, Johnson alone could offer any thing new, or 
of strength to deserve attention from Mrs. Thrale. The 
rectitude and purity of your principles, both religions 
and moral, I have often looked up to with révérence, 

VOL. II. c 
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und I now no more doubt their firinness in this time of 
trial than if I witnessed their opération. Qaeeny^ too^ 
I saw was bent npon exerting tfae utmost fortitude 
upon this first^ and I believe, indeed, most painful 
occasion to her that could call for it. May she now 
for her sweet mother unité ail the aflTection and atten- 
tion which hitherto have deserved to be divided ! 

Many friends call and send here to inqnire after 
you ; but I have myself avoided them ail. I cannot 
yet bear the conversation which îs to follow eveiy 
meeting. To be with you I would wrap myself up in 
misery; but, without such a motive, no one more 
hasty to run away from ail that is possible to be fled 
from. 

Dr. Johnson, I hear, is well. I hear nothing else I 
have any wish to communicate. 

Adieu, most dear madam ; and still love, when you 
have time and composure to again think of her, the 
sincerest, the gratefullest, the fondest of your friends, 
in F. B. who, though shq first received your aflTection 
as an unmerited partiality, hopes never to forfeit, and 
perhaps some time to deserve it. 

I do not even request an answer ; I scarce wish for 
it ; because I know what it must be. But I will write 
zgBin in a few days. My kind love to Miss Thrale. 

F. B. 

Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Streatham, April 29th, 1781. 

Have you not, my dearest daddy, thought me utterly 
lost? and, indeed, to ail power of either giving or taking 
tîomfort, I certainly have been for some time past. I 
d:d not, it is true, hope that poor Mr. Thrale coidd live 
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very long, as the altération I saw in him only doring 
zny absence while with yoa had shocked and astonished 
me. Yet, still the suddenness of the blow gave me a 
horror from which I am not even now recovered» The 
situation of sweet Mrs. Thrale, added to the trne con- 
cern I felt at fais loss, harassed my mind till it affected 
my health, which is now again in a state of precarious- 
ness and comfortiess restlessness that will require 
mnch trouble to remedy. 

You have not, I hope, been angry at my silence ; 
for, in troth, I hâve had no spirits to write, nor, 
latterly, ability of any kind, from a headach that has 
been incessant. 

I now begin to long extremely to hear more about 
yourself, and whether you have recorered your sleep 
and any comfort. The good nursing you mention is 
aiways my consolation when I have the painful tidings 
of your illness ; for I have myself experienced the 
kindness, care, and unwearied attention of the ever- 
good and friendly Kitty, who, indeed, as you well say, 
can by no one be excelled in that most useful and most 
humane of ail sciences. 

Mrs. Thrale fiew immediately upon this misfortune 
to Brighthelmstone, to Mr. Scrase — her Daddy Crisp — 
both for consolation and counsel ; and she has but just 
quitted him^ as she deferred returning to Streatham till 
her présence was indispensably necessary upon account 
of proving the will. I offered to accompany her to 
Brighthelmstone; but she preferred being alone, as 
her mind was cruelly disordered^ and she saw but too 
plainly I was too sincère a moumer myself to do much 
be^des adding to.her grief. The moment^ however, 
she came back, she solicited me to meet her, — and I 
am now hère with her, and endeavolir, by every possible 
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exertion, to be of some use to her. She looks wretch- 
edly indeed, and is far from well ; but she bears up, 
though not with calm intrepidity, yet with flashes of 
spirit that rather, I fear, spend than relieve her. Such, 
however, is her character, and were this exertion 
repressed, she would probably sink quite. 

Miss Thrale is steady and constant, and very sin- 
4ïerely grieved for her father. 

The four executors, Mr. Cator, Mr. Crutchley, Mr. 
Henry Smith, and Dr. Johnson, have ail behaved 
generously and honourably, and seem determined to 
give Mçs. Thrale ail the comfort and assistance in their 
power. She is to carry on the business jointly with 
them. Poor soul! it is a dreadful toil and worry to 
her. 

Adieu, my dearest daddy. I will write i^in in a 
week's time. I have nowjust been blooded; but am 
by no means restored by that loss. But well and ill, 
equally and ever, 

Your truly aflTectionate child, 

F. B. 



Mr. Crisp to Miss' F, Burney, 

Chesington, May lôth, 1781. 

My Dear Fannikin, 
I was neither cross nor surprised at not hearing 
from you so long, as I was at no loss for the cause of 
your silence. I know you bave a heart, and on a late 
occasion can easily imagine it was too full to attend to 
fonns, or^ indeed, to any but the one great object immé- 
diately before you. To say the truth, I should be sorry 
to have your nature changed, for the sake of a letter or 
two more or less from you ; because I can now with 
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confidence say to myself, " The girl is really sincère, 
and, as she does profess some friendship and regard 
for me, I can believe her, and am convinced that, if 
any evil were to befaïl me, she would be truly sorry 
for me/' 

There is a pleasure in such a thought, and I will 
indulge ît. The steadiness and jhilosophy of certain 
of our friends is, perhaps, to be admired ; but I wish 
it not to be imitated by any of my friends. I would 
hâve the feelings of their minds be keen and even 
pîercing, but stop there. Let not the poor tenement 
of clay gîve way : — if that goes, how shall they abide 
the peltings of thèse pitiless storms? Your slight 
machine is certainly not made for such rough en- 
counters; — for which I am truly sorry. You did not 
make yourself; allowed! — agreed! — But you may 
mend yourself, and that is ail I require of you. 

If I had you here, I should talk to you on this 
head ; but at présent I ought not to wish it. Mrs. 
Thrale bas an undoubted right to you, nor should I 
wish to tear you from her. When the wound is healed, 
and nothing but the scar remaining, the plaster ought 
to bc removed, — and then I put in my daim. 

Let me hear from you soon that your health and 
spirits are mended — greatly mended. I sincerely wish 
the same to your beloved friend, to whom you must 
présent my best respects. I am glad she is connected 
with such worthy people in her affairs. I bave more 
than once obseryed that the unavoidable necessity of 
attending to business of indispensable conséquence^ 
and that, with strict, unabated persévérance, has con-^ 
tributed more to divert, and dissipate, and finally 
to cure deep sorrow, than ail the wise lessons of 
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philosophers, or the well-iueant consolations of friends. 
May she prove an instance to confirm this observ- 
ation ! 

As for my own shattered frame, I have had a pretty 
long and convincing proof that it is not immortaL* 
Gont, rheumatism, indigestion, want of sleep, almost 
«ver since I saw you, I think, may amount pretty 
nearly to the sum toîal of Mrs. Thrale's " Three Wam- 
îngs." If I don't take the hint the fault is my own— 
Nature has done faer part. 

Bad as I have been though, I now hobble about the 
garden with a stick, and for this fortnight past have 
been gradually mending, though slowly. 

Ham and Kate are constantly inquiring after you, 
and when you will corne. I am sure they love you, or 
I should not love them. Adieu, my Fannikin, 

Your affectionate daddy, 



Journal Resumed. 

Streatham, May, 1781. — Miss Owen and I arrived 
here without incident, which, in a joumey of six or 
seven miles, was really marvellous! Mrs. Thrale 
came from the Borough with two of the executora, 
Dr. Johnson and Mr« Crutchley, soon after us. She 
had been sadly worried,- and in the evening frightened 
us ail by again fainting away. Dear créature! she 
is ail agitation of mind and of body: but she is 
now wonderfuUy recovered, though in continuai feveris 
about her aBairs, which are mightily difficult and 
«omplicate indeed. Yet the behaviour of ail the 
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exécutera is exactly to her wish. Mr. Crutchley, ia 
particular, was he a darling son or only brother, could 
not possibly be more truly devoted to her. Indeed, I am 
very happy in the révolution in my own mind in faveur 
of this young man, whom formerly I so little liked ; 
£m* I now see so much of bim, business and inclination 
uniting to bring him hither continually, that if he were 
disagreeable to me, I should spend my time in a most 
comfortless manner. On the contrary, I both respect 
and esteem him very highly; for his whole conduct 
manifests so much goodness of heart and excellence of 
principle, that he is fairly un homme comme il y en a 
peu; and that first appearance of coldness, pride, re^ 
serve, and sneering, ail wears off upon further àcquaint- 
ance, and leaves behind nothing but good- humour 
and good-will. And this you must allow to be very 
candid, when I tell you that, but yesterday, he affronted 
me so much by a pièce of impertinence, that I had a 
very serions quarrel with him. Of this more anon. 

Dr. Johnson was charming, both in spirits and 
humour. I really think he grows gayer and gayer 
daily, and more ductile and pleasant. 

Mr. Crutchley stayed till Sunday, when we had 
many visitors, — Mrs. Plumbe, one of poor Mr. Thrale's 
sisters; Mrs. Wallace, wife to the Attorney^General, 

very ugly, but sensible and agreeable woman; Sir 
Philip Jennings Clerke, and Mr. Selwin. 

Monday Miss Owen left us. 

Tuesday came Lord and Lady Westcote, and after- 
wards Dr. and Mrs. Parker, Dr. Lort, and the Bishop 
of Killaloe. Dr. Parker is a terrible old proser, and 
wore me out; Mrs. Parker is well-bred and sensible; 
my friend Dr. Lort was comical and diverting; and 
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the Bishop of Killaloe is a gay, sprîghtly, polite, and 
ready man : I liked him well. 

Sunday morning nobody went to church but Mr. 
Crutchley, MissThrale, and myself; and some time 
after, when I was sauntering upon the lawn before the 
house, Mr. Crutchley joined me. We were retuming 
together into the house, when Mrs. Thrale, popping her 
head out of her dressing-room window, called out, 

How nicely thèse men domesticate among us, Miss 
Bumey ! Why, they take to us as natural as life !" 

" Well, well," cried Mr. Crutchley, " I have sent 
for my horse, and I shall release you early to-morrow 
morning. I think yonder cornes Sir Philip." 

"Oh! you '11 have enough to dg with him/* cried 
she, laughing ; he is well prepared to plague you, I '- 
assure you." 

« Is he ?— and what about ? " 

" Why, about Miss Burney. He asked me the 
other day what was my présent establishment. ' Mr. 
Crutchley and Miss Burney, I answered.' * How well 
those two names go together,' cried he ; * I think they 
can't do better than make a match of it : / will con- 
sent, I am sure,' he added ; and to-day, I dare say, 
you will hear enough of it." 

I leave you to judge if I was pleased at this stuflF 
thus communicated ; but Mrs. Thrale, with ail her 
excellence, can giye up no occasion of making sport, 
howeyer unseasonable, or eren painful. 

" I am very much obliged to him, indeed!" cried I, 
dryly ; and Mr. Crutchley called out, ''Thank him! — 
thank him!" in a voice of pride and of pique that 
spoke him mortally angry. 

I instantly came into the house, leaving him to talk 




1781] 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



25 



it out with Mrs. Thrale, to whom I heard him add, 
So this is Sir Philips kindness!" and her answer, 
** I wish you no worse luck!" 

Now, what think you of this? was it not highly 
insolent? — and from a man who has behaved to me 
hitherto with the utmost déférence, good natare, and 
ciyility, and given me a thousand reasons, by every 
possible opportttnity, to think myself very high in- 
deed in his good opinion and good grâces ? But thèse 
rich men think thernselves the constant prey of ail por- 
tionless girls, and are always upon their guard, and 
suspicions of some design to take them in. This sort of 
disposition I had very early observed in Mr. Grutchley, 
and therefore I had been more distant and cold with 
him than with any body I ever met with ; but latterly 
his character had risen so much in my mind, and his. 
behaviour was so much improved, that I had let things 
take their own course, and no more shunned than I 
sought him ; for I evidently saw his doubts concerning 
me and my plots were ail at an end, and his civility 
and attentions were daily increasing, so that I had 
become Tery comfortable with him, and well pleased 
with his Society. 

I need not, I think, add that I determined to see as 
little of this most fearful and haughty gentleman in 
future as was in my power, since no good qualities can 
compensate for such arrogance of suspicion ; and, 
therefore, as I had reason enough to suppose he would,. 
in haste, résume his own reserve, I resolved, without 
much effort, to be beforehand with him in resuming 
mine. 

At dinner we had a large and most disagreeable 
party of Irish ladies, whom Mrs. Thrale was necessi* 
tated to invite from motives of business and varions 
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i^onnexions. We were in aJl fourteen, viz. Sir Philip 
Clerke ; Mrs. Lambart and her son, a geuteel young 
youth ; Miss Owen ; Mr. and Mrs. Perkins ; Mrs. Vin- 
cent; Mrs. O'Riley, and Miss O'Riley, her sister-in- 
law ; Mr. Crutchley ; Mrs. and Miss Thrale ; and 
niyself. 

I was obliged, at dinner, to be seated between Mis» 
O'Riley and Mr. Crutchley, to whom you may believe 
I was not very courteous, especially as I had some ap- 
préhensions of Sir Philip. Mr. Crutchley, however, 
to my great surprise, was quite as civil as ever, and 
endeavoured to be as chatty ; but there I begged to be 
exeused, only answering upon the replyj and that very 
dryly, for I was indeed horribly provoked with him. 

Indeed, ail his behaviour would have bee^ natural 
and good-humoured, and just what I should have 
liked, had he better concealed his chagrin at the fir&t 
accusation; but that, still dwelling by me, made me 
very indiflferent to what foUowed, though I found he 
had no idea of having displeased me, and rather sought 
to be more than less sociable than usual. 

I was much diverted during dinner by this Miss 
O'Riley, who took it in her humour to attack Mr. 
Crutchley repeatedly, though so discoura^g a beau 
never did I see ! Her forwardness, and his excessive 
and inordinate coldness, made a contrast that, added 
to her brogue, whieh was broad, kept me in a grin 
irrépressible. 

In the afternoon, we had also Mr: Wallace, the 
Aittornéy- General, a most squat and squab-looking 
man; and further I saw not of him. 

In the evening, when the Irish ladies, the Per- 
kinses, Lambarts, and Sir Philip, were gone, Mrs* 
Thrale walked out with Mr. Wallace, whom she had 
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some business to talk over with ; and then, when only 
Miss Owen, Miss T. and I remained, Mr. Crutchley, 
after repeatedly addressing me, and gaining pretty dry 
answers, called out suddenly, *'Why, Miss Bucney! 
why, what's the matter?" 
" Nothing." 

" Why, are you stricken, or smitten^ or ill?" 
" Noue of th§ three." 

" Oh, then, you are setting down ail thèse Irish folks!" 
** No, indeed, I don't think them worth the trouble." 
"Oh, but I ani sure you are; only I interrupted 

I went on no farther with the argument, and Miss 
Thrale proposed our walking out to meet her mother. 
We ail agreed ; and Mr. Crutchley would not be satis- 
fied without walking next me, though I really had no 
patience to talk with him, and wished him at Jéricho. 

**What's the matter?" said he; ''haveyou had a 
quarrel?" 

" No." 

" Are you affronted?" 

Not a Word. Then again he called to Miss Thrale, — 
Why, Queeny — why, she 's quite in a rage ! What 
have you done to her ?" 

I still sulked on, vexed to be teased ; but, though, 
with a gaiety that shewed he had no suspicion of the 
cause, he grew more and more urgent, trying every 
means to make me tell him what was the matter, till 
at last, nmch provoked, I said, — 

I must be strangely in want of a confidant, indeed, 
to take you for one !" 

"Why, what an insolent speech!" cried he, half 
serions and half laugbing, but casting up bis eyes and 
hands with astonishment. 
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He then let me be quiet some tirae, but in a few 
minutes renewed hîs inquiries with added eagerness, 
begging me to tell hîm if nobody else. 

A likely matter ! thought I ; nor did I seruple to tell 
him, wben foreed to answer, that no one had so .little 
chance of success in such a request. 

" Why so ?" cried he ; for I am the best person in 
the world to trust with a secret, as I always forget it." 

He continued working at me till we joined Mrs. 
Thrale and the Attorney -General. And then Miss 
Thrale, stimulated by him, came to inquire if I had 
really taken any thing amiss of her. No, I assured 
her. 

^* Is it of me, then?" cried Mr, Crutchley, as if sure 
I should say no; but I made no other answer than 
desiring him to desist questioning me. 

So I will," cried he ; only clear me, — only say it 
is not me'' 

" I shall say nothing about the matter ; so do pray 
be at rest." 

" Well, but it can't be me, I know : only say that. 
It's Queeny, I dare say." 
No, indeed." 

" Then it 's you" cried Miss Thrale ; and Pm glad 
of it, with ail my heart!" 

He then grew quite violent, and at last went on with 
his questions till, by being quite silent to them, he 
eould no longer doubt who it was. He seemed then 
whoUy amazed, and entreated to know what he had 
done; but I tried only to avoid him, and keep out of 
his way. 

Soon after the Attorney -General took his leave, 
during which ceremony Mr. Crutchley, coming be- 
hind me, exclaimed, — 
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Who *d think of this créature 's having any venom 
inherr 

" Oh yes," answered I, " when she's provoked." 
" But have J provoked you?** 

Again I got off. Taking Miss Thrale by the arm, , 
we hurried away, leaving him with Mrs. Thrale and 
Miss Owen. He was presently, however, with us 
again ; and when he came to my aide, and found me 
really trying to talk of other matters with Miss Thrale, 
and avoid him, he called out, — 

TJpon my life^ this is too bad! Do tell me, Miss 
Burney, what is the matter? If you won't, I protest 
1*11 call Mrs. Thrale, and make her work at you her- 
self/' 

I now, in my tum, entreated he would not; for I 
knew she was not to be safely trusted with any thing 
she could turn into ridicule. I was, therefore, impa- 
tient to have the whole matter dropped; and after 
assuring him very dryly, yet peremptorily, that I sbould 
never satisfy him, I started another subject with Miss 
Thrale, and we walked quietly on. 

He exclaimed, with a véhémence that amazed me in 
retum, "Why will you not tell me? Upon my life, 
if you refuse me any longer, l'U call the whole house 
to speak for me !" 

" I assure you," answered I, " that will be to no 
purpose ; for I must oflTend myself by telling it, and 
therefore I shall mention it to nobody." 
But what in the world have I done?" 

" Nothing ; you have done nothing." 

"What have I said, then? Only let me beg your 
pardon, — only let me know what it is, that I may beg 
your pardon." 

I then took up the teasing myself, and quite insisted 
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Hpon his leaving us and joining Mrs. Thrale. He 
begged me to tell Miss Thrale, and let her médiate, 
and entreated her to be his agent ; which, in order to 
get rid of him, she promised; and he then slackened 
Ms pace, though very reluctantly, while we quickened 
ours. 

Miss Thrale, however, asked me not a question, 
which I was very glad of, as the affair, trifling as it is^ 
would be but mortifying to mention; and though I 
could not, when so violently pressed, disguise my re- 
sentment, I was by no means disposed to make any 
serious complaint. I merely wi^ed to let the gentle- 
man know I. was not so mudi his humble servant as to 
authorise even the smallest disrespect from him. 

He was however, which I very little expected, too 
useasy to stay long away ; and when we had walked 
on quite out of hearing of Mrs. Thrale and Miss Owen, 
he suddenly galloped after us. 

How odd it is of you," said Miss Thrale, " to corne 
and intrude yourself in this manner upon any body 
tljat tries so to avoid you!" 

" Have you done any thing for me ?" cried he ; "I 
don't believe you have said a word." 

"Not I, truly!" answered she; "if I can keep my 
own self out of scrapes, it 's ail I can prétend to." 

" Well, but do tell me, Miss Bumey, — pray tell me ! 
indeed, this is quite too bad ; I sha'n't have a wink of 
sleep ail night. If I have offended you, I am very 
sorry indeed ; but I am sure I did not mean " 

"No, sir!" interrupted I, "I don't suppose you did 
mean to oflTend me, nor do I know why you should. I 
expect from you neither good nor ill, — civility I think 
myself entitled to, and that is ail I have any désire 
for." 
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Goqd Heaven!" exclaimed he. " Tell me, how- 
ever, but what it is, and if I hâve said any thing ua- 
guardedly, I am extremely sorry, and I most sincerely 
beg your pardon." 

Is it not very strange that any man, in the same 
daj, could be so disdainfuUy proud and so condeecend- 
ingly humble ? I was never myself more astonished» 
as I had been firmly persuaded he would not have 
deigned to take the smallest notice of me from the 
moment of his hearing Sir Philip 's idle raillery. 

I now grew civiller, for I dreaded his urgency, 
as it was literally impossible for me to corne to the 
point. 

I told him, therefore, that I was sorry he took so 
mnch trouble^ which I had by no means intended to 
give him, and begged he would Uiink of it no more. 

He was not, however, to be so dismissed. Âgain he 
tbreatened me with Mrs. Thrale, but again I assured 
bim nothing could less answer to him. 

" Well, but," cried he, " if you will not let me know 
tny crime, why, I must never speak to you any more." 

"Very well," answered I, "if you please we will 
proclaim a mutual silence henceforward.** 

"Oh," cried he, "yow, I suppose, will be ready 
enough ; but lo me that would be a loss of very great 
pleasure. If you would tell me, however, I am sure I 
could explain it off, beeause I am sure it has been done 
tmdesignedly." 

" No, it does not admit of any explanation ; so pray 
don't mention it any more." 

" Only tell me what part of the day it was." 

Whether this unconsciousness was real, or only to 
draw me in so that he might come to the point, and 
make his apology with greater ease, I know not ; but 
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I assured him it was in vain he asked, and again 
desired him to puzzle himself with no further recollec- 
tions. 

"Oh," cried he, "but I shall think of every thing 
I have ever said to you for this half year. I am 
flure, whatever it was, it must have been unmeant and 
unguarded." 

"That, sir, I never doubted; and probably you 
thought me hard enough to hear àny thing without 
minding it/' 

"Good Heaven, Miss Burney! why, there is nobody 
I would not sooner offend, — nobody in the world! 
Queeny knows it. If Queeny would speak, she could 
tell you so. Is it not true, Miss ThraleT 

" I shall say nothing about it ; if I can keep my own 
neck out of the coUar, it 's enough for me." 

" But won't it plead something for me that you are 
sure, and must be sure, it was by blunder, and not 
design?" 

" Indeed I am sorry you take ail this trouble, which 
is very little worth your while; so do pray say no 
more." 

" But will you forgive me?" 
"Yes." 

" It seems to come very hard from you. Will you 
promise to have quite forgiven it by the time I return 
nextThursday?" 

"Oh, I hope I shall have no remembrance of any 
part of it before then. I am sorry you know any thing 
about it; and if you had not been so excessively 
earnest, I should never have let you ; but I could not 
say an untruth when pushed so hard." 

" I hope, then, it will be ail dissipated by to-morrow 
morning." 
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"Oh, surely! I sliould be very much surprised if it 
out-lasted the night." 

"Well, but then will you be the same? I never 
saw such a change. If you are serious " 

** Oh, no, ru be wondrous merry !" 
I heg you wîll think no more of ît, I — I believe I 
know what it is; and, indeed, I was.far from meaning 
to give you the smallest offence, and I most eamestly 
beg your pardon. There is nothing I would not do ta 
assure you how sorry I am. But I hope it will be ail 
over by the tîme the candies come. I shall look to see, 
and I hope — I beg — you will have the same counte- 
nance agaîn." 

I now felt really appeased^ and so I told him. 

We then talked of other matters till we reached 
home^ though it was not without difficulty I could 
even yet keep him quiet. I then ran up-stairs with 
my cloak, and stayed till supper-time, when I returoed 
without, I hope, any remaining appearance oidudgeon 
in my phiz ; for after so much trouble and humiliation, 
it would havebeen abominable to have shewn any. 

I see, besîdes, that Mr. Crutchley, though of a cold 
and proud disposition, is generous, amiable, and déli- 
cate, and, when not touched upon the tender string of 
gallantry^ concerning which he piques himself upon 
invariable hardness and immoveability, his sentiments^ 
are not merely just, but refined. 

* # # # # 

After supper, Mr. Crntchley, though he spoke to me 
two or three times with an évident intention to observe 
my looks and manner in answering him, which were 
both meant to be much as usual, seemed still dissatis- 
fied both with his own justification and my appease- 
ment ; and when we ail arose to go to bed, he crossed 
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oyer to me, and said in a whisper, hâve begged 
Miss Thrale to intercède for me ; she will explaiu ail ; 

and I hope " 

Very well — very well," said I, in a horrible 
hurry ; " there is no occasion for any thing more." 

For Mrs. and Miss Thrale^ and Miss Owen, w^re 
ail standing waiting for me : he put himsel^ however, 
before me, so that I coald not get away^ and went 
-on : — 

" Only hear me, — pray hear me. Is it what she 
^pointing to Mrs. Thaïe) put about in the moming ? 
. Fil tell you another time," cried I, in fifty ago- 
nies to see how they were ail ready to titter, which he, 
whose back was to them, perceived not. 

I have toki Miss Thrale what I thought it was," 
he continued, ^^^^ explain ît ail, and tell yoa 

how very impossible it was I could thînk of offending 
you. Indeed^ I beg ybur pardon ! I do, indeed, most 
43incerely. I hope you will think of it no more, — I 
hope it will be aU over/' 

" It is ail over," cried I, still trying to get away. 

Well, but — stop — only tell me if it was that " 

. ** Ay — ay — ^to-morrow moming ; " and then I forced 
myself into the midst of the^l, and got off. 

Strbatham, Tmursday.— This was the great and 
most important day to ail this house, upon which the 
«aie of the Brewery was to be decided. Mrs, Thrale 
went early to town, to meet ail the executors, and 
Mr. Barclay, the Quaker, who was the bidder. She 
was in great agitation of mind, and told me if ail went 
well she would wave a white pocket-handkerchief out 
of the coach window. 

Four o'clock came and dinner was ready» and no 
Mrs. Thrale. Five o'clock fpllowed, and no Mrs. 
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Thrale. Queeny and I \çent out upon the lawn, where 
we sauntered, in eager expectation, till near six, and 
then the coach appeared in sight, and a white pocket- 
handkerchief was waved from it. 

I ran to the door of it to meet her, and she jamped 
out of it, and gave me a thousand embraces whife I 
gave my congratulations. We went înstantly to her 
dressing-room, where she told me, in brief, hovr the 
matter had been transacted, and then we went dowtt 
to dinner. 

Dr, Johnson and Mr. Crutchley had accompanîed 
her home. I determined to behave to Mr. Crutchley 
the same as before our quarrel, though he did not so 
to me, for he hardly spoke a word to me. An ac- 
cident, however, happened after dinner, vvhich made 
him for a while more loquacious. Mrs. Thrale, in 
cutting some fruit, had eut her finger, and asked me 
for some black sticking-plaster, and as I gave it her 
out of my pocket-book, she was struck with the beau- 
tiful glossiness of the paper of a letter which peeped 
out of it, and rather waggishly asked me who wrote to 
me with so much élégant attention ? 

" Mrs. Grast," answered I. 

" Oh," cried she, do pray then ïet me see her 
hand." 

I shewed it her, and she admired it very justly, and 
said, — 

" Do shew it to Mr. Crutchley ; 'tis a mighty gen- 
teel hand indeed." 

I complied, but took it from him as soon as he had 
looked at it. Indeed, he is the last man in the world 
to have even desired to read any lettér not to him- 
self. 

Dr. Johnson now, who, too deaf to hear what was 
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isaying, wondered what we were thus handing about, 
asked an e^planation. 

" Why, we are ail/* said Mrs. ThraJe, " admiring 
the hand of Fanny's Mr. Crisp's sister." 

" And mayn't I admire it too ? " cried he. 
• Oh, yes," said she ; " shew it him. Burney." 

I put it in his hand, and he instanfly opened and 
l)egan reading it. Now though there was nothing in 
it but what must reflect honour upon Mrs. Gast, she 
had charged me not to shew it ; and, also, it was sq 
very fiattering to me, that I was quite consternated at 
this proceeding, and called out, — 

" Sir, it was only to shew you the hand-writing, and 
you have seen enough for that." 

" I shall know best myself," answered he, laughing, 
** when I have seen enough." 

And he read on. The truth is I am sure he took it 
for granted they had ail read it, for he had not heard 
a Word that had passed. 

I then gave Mrs. Thrale a reproachful glance for 
what she had done, and she jumped up, and ealling 
out, — 

So I have done mischief, I see ! " and ran out of 
the room, followed by Queeny. I stayed hovering over 
the Doctor to recover my property ; but the minute 
the coast was clear, Mr. Crutchley, taking advantage 
of his deafness, said, — 

Well, ma'am, I hope we are now friends ?" 
« Yes!" cried I. 

And is it ail quite over?" 
" Entirely." 

Why then, do pray," cried he, laughing, *' be so 
good as to let me know what was oxir quarrel?*' 
. No — no, I sha'nt!" (cried I, laughing too, at the 
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absurdity of quarrelling and seeming not to know what 
for) : " it is ail over, and that is enough." 

" No, by no means enough : I must really beg you 
to tell me ; I am uiieasy till I know. Was it that silly 
joke of mine at dinner ?" 

" No, I assure you, it was no joke !" 

" But was it at dinner, or hefore dinner ?" 

" Is it not enough that it is over ? I am sorry you 
knew any thîng of the matter, and I am obliged to 
you for taking so much trouble about it ; so there let 
it rest." 

" But pray do tell me! — if only that I may be more 
on my guard another time." 

" No, pray," cried I, in my turn, don't be on your 
guard; for if you are, I shall suppose you have taken 
the resentment up where I have laid it down." 

That I won't do, indeed," saîd he ; " but I merely 
wish to beg your pardon : and I think my earnestness 
must at least have convineed you how very sorry I am 
to have given you any offence." 

Here Dr. Johnson returned me my letter, with very 
warm praise of its contents. Mrs. Gast would not 
ônly have forgiven me, but have been much delighted 
had she heard his approbation of ail she had written 
to me. 

Mr. Crutchley, never satisfied, again began his en- 
treaties that I would " come to the point," while 
I was putting up my letter ; but I hurried out of the 
room without any new answer, though he called after 
me, — 

" I sha'n't rest. Miss Burney, till you tell me!" 

It cannot be, ail this time, that he does not know ; 
he merely wants me to mention the matter myself, that 
with a better grâce he may apologise about it. How- 
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ever, I shall certainly not give him that assistaDce^ 
though far from bearing him any malice. I think of 
him as well as I did hehre the fracas ; for however his 
pride of indiflference urged him so to fly put, it is 
évident he could half murder himself with self-anger 
that he has given any cause of displeasure. 

Friday. — Miss Thrale, Dr. Johnson, Mr. Crutchley, 
and myself, went to town ; and, having set down Dr. 
Johnson at his own house, we went to Bond Street for 
Miss Owen, and proceeded to the exhibition. I think 
I need not describe the pictures. 

Miss Owen returned with us to Streatbam; Mr. 
Crutchley recovered his spirits, and we ail did very 
well. But in the afternoon, just as we had finished 
tea, Mr. Crutchley said to Mrs. Thrale, — 

" Ma'am, I must beg a private conférence with you.'^ 

" With me ? " cried she ; "I thought now I had 
parted with my brewhouse, aU our conférences were 
over." 

" No," said he, " one more, just to take leave of 
them." 

Away they went, and when they returned he said 
it was something about Queeny, who, however, never 
înquired what. I should not have mentioned this, but 
that the next morning — 

Saturday — Mrs. Thrale, who sleeps in the next 
room to mine, called me to her bed-side, and said, — 

" Now, my dearest Tyo,* you know not how I hate 

* When Lieutenant Bumey accompanied Captain CooK to 
Otahbite, each of the Engliah sailors was adopted as a brother 
hy some one of the natives. The ceremony consisted in rubbing 
noses together, and eichanging the appellation of Ttfo, or TaiOy 
which signified chosenfnend, This title was sometimes playfdlljr 
givcn to Miss Bumey by Mrs. Thrale. 
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to keep from yoa any thing. Do you love me well 
enough to bear to hear something you will mortally 
dislike^ without hating me for it ?" 

What on earth could I hate you for?" cried 1. 

" Nay, 'tis no fault-of mine ; but still it îs owing to 
me, and I dread to tell you lest it shonid make you 
sonry for your kindness to me." 

I was quite out of breath at this préparation ; and 
thoQgh I warmly and truly, I am sure, protested that 
notbing npon earth could lessen my affection for her 
I was really afraid to ask what was next to foUow. 

I am as sorry," continued she, " as I can live, that 
any thing should give you any disturbance, but most 
especîally any thing that relates to me, I would give 
you, if I could, nothing but pleasure, for I am sure I 
receive noihîng else from you. Pray, then, don't let 
any malice, or impertinence, or ridicule, make you 
hate me ; for I saw, and you know told you long ago, 
the world would be ill-natured enough to try to part 
us ; but let it not succeed, for it is worth neither of 
our attentions." 

" On my part, I am sure, it cannot succeed," cried 
I, more and more alarmed ; " for I am y ours for ever 
and for ever, and now almost whether I will or not." 

" I hope so," cried she, " for I am sure no ope can 
love you more ; and I am sorry, and grieved, and 
enraged that your aifoction and kindness for me should 
bring you any uneasiness^ We are ail sorry, indeed ; 
Queeny is very sorry, and Mr. Crutchley is very 
sorry 

^^You make me more and more afraid," said I; 
" but pray tell me what it ail means ?" 

" Why you know Mr. Crutchley yesterday called 
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me oat of the room to tell me a secret ; welÙ this was 
to shew me a paittgraph he had just read in the news* 
paper, ' And do, ma'am/ says he, ^ have the newspaper 
burnt, or put eomewhere safe out of Miss Burney's 
way ; for I am sure it will vex her extremely.' " 

Think if this did not teriify me pretty handsomely. 
I turned sick as death. She gave me the paper, and I 
Tead the folio wing paragraph : — 

Miss Burney, the sprightly writer of the élégant 
novel, Œvelina,' is now domesticated with Mrs. Thrale, 
in the same manner that Miss More is with Mrs. 
•Garrick, and Mrs. Carter with Mrs. Montagu." 

The préparation for this had been so very alarming, 
that little as I liked it, I was so much afraid of some- 
thing still worse^ that it really was a relief to me to 
see it; and Mrs. Thrale's exeess of tenderness and 
delieacy about it was such as to have made me amends 
for almost any thing. I promised, therefore, to take 
it like a man; and, after thanking her with the sin- 
^rest gratitude for her infinité kindness^ we parted 
to dress. 

It is, however, most insufferably impertinent to be 
thus dragged into print, notwithstanding every possible 
efibrt and caution to avoid it. There is nothing^ 
merely concerning myself, that can give me gr^ater 
nneasiness; for there is nothing I have always more 
^readed, or more uniformiy endeavoured to avoid. 

I think myself, however, much obliged to Mr. 
Crutchley for his very good-natured interférence and 
attempt to save me this vexation, which is an attention 
I by no means expected from him. He bas scolded 
Mrs. Thrale since, she says, for having told me, be- 
cause he perceived it had lowered my spirits; but she 
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thought it most likely I shoald hear it from those who 
would tell it me with less tenderness, and, therefore, 
had not foUowed bis advice. 

SuNJDAY. — ^We had Mr, and Mrs. Davenant here. 
They are very lively and agreeable, and I like them 
more and more. Mrs. Davenant is one of the saacy 
women of the ton, indeed ; but she bas good parts, and 
is gay and entertaining ; and ber sposOy who passion- 
ately adores ber, tbougb five years ber junior, is one of 
the best-tempered and most pleasant-charactered young 
men imaginable. 

I had new spécimens to»day of the oddities of Mr. 
Crutchley, wbom I do not yet quite understand, tbougb 
I bave seen so much of him. In the course of our 
walks to-day we chanced, at ohe time, to be somewbat 
before the rest of the company, and soou got into a 
very serions conversation ; though we began it by bis 
relating a most ludicrous incident which had bappened 
to him last winter. 

There is a certain poor wretch of a villanous painter, 
one Mr. Lowe, who is in some measure under Dr. 
Johnson's protection, and wbom, therefore, be recom- 
mends to ail the people be tbinks can afford to sit for 
their pictures. Âmong thèse, he made Mr. Seward 
very readily, and then applied to Mr. Crutchley. 

" But now," said Mr. Crutchley, as he told me the 
circumstance, I bave not a notion of sitting for my 
picture, — for who wants it ? I may as well give the 
man the money without; but no, they ail said that 
would not do so well, and Dr. Johnson asked me to 
give him my picture. * And I assure you, sir,' says be, 
' I shall put it in very good company, for I bave por- 
traits of some very respectable people in my dining- 
room.' * Ay, sir,' says I, ' that's sufficient reason why 
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you shoald not have mine, for I am^sure it bas no 
business in such society.' So tlien Mrs. Tbrale asked 
me to give it to her. ' Ay sure, ma*am,' says 1, ' yau 
do me great bonour ; but pray, first, will you do me the 
favour to tell me what door you intend to put it be- 
bind?' However, after ail I could say in opposition, I 
was obliged to go to the painter s. And I found bim 
in sucb a condition! a room ail dirt md filtb, brats 
squalling and wrangling, up two pair of stairs, and a 
doset, of whicb tbe door was open, tbat Seward wdl 
said was quite Pandora's box — it was tbe repository 
of ail tbe nastiness, and stencb, and filtb, and food, 
and drink, and — — ob, it was too bad to be borne ! 
and ' Ob !' says I, ' Mr» Lowe, I beg your pardon for 
running away, but I bave just reeollected another en- 
gagement so I poked tbe tbree guineas in bis band, 
and told bim I would corne again anotber time, and 
tben ran out of tbe bouse witb ail my migbt." 

Well, wben we bad done laugbing aboul tbis poor 
unfortunate painter, tbe subject tumed upon portraits 
in gen&ral, and our conférence grew very grave: on 
hU part it soon became even melancboly. I bave not 
time to dialogue it ; but be told me he could never 
bear to bave bimself tbe picture of any one be loved, 
as^ in case of tbeir deatb or absence, be sbould go dis- 
tracted by looking at it ; aiid tbat, as for bimself, be 
never bad, and never would sit for bis own, except 
for one miniature by Humphreys, whicb bis sister 
b^ged of bim, as he could never flatter bimself there 
was a buman being in tbe world to wbom it could be 
of any possible value: '^And now," be added, ^'less 
than ever V 

Tbis, and various otber speeebes to tbe same pur- 
pose, be spoke witb a degree of déjection tb^t surprised 



Digitized by 



1781] 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



43 



me, as the coldness of his character, and his continu- 
ally boasted insensibility, made me believe him really 
indiffèrent both to love and hatred. 

Âfter this we talked of Mrs. Davenant. 

" She is very agreeable," said I, " I like her much. 
Don'tyou?" 

'* Yes, very much," said he; " she is lively and en- 
tertaining and then a moment after, Tis wonder- 
fiil/' he exclaimed, '^that such a thing as that can 
captivate a man!" 

" Nay," cried I, " nobody more, for her husband 
quite adores her." 

**So Ifind," said he; "and Mrs. Thrale says men 
in gênerai like her." 

" They certainly do," cried 1 ; " and ail the oddity 
is in you who do not, not in them who do." 

" May be so," answered he, " but it don't do for me, 
indeed." 

We then came to two gâtes, and tbere I stopped 
short, to wait till they joined us ; and Mr. Crutchley, 
tuming about and looking at Mrs. Davenant, as she 
came forward, said, rather in a muttering voice, and to 
himself than to me, " What a thing for an attachment ! 
No, no, it would not do for me ! — too much glare ! too 
much flippancy ! too much hoop ! too much gauze ! too 
much slipper! too much neek! Oh, hideit! hide it! 
— muffle it up! muffle it up! If it is but in a fur 
eloak, I am for muffling it ail up !" 

And thns he diverted himself till they came up to . 
us. But never, I believe, was there a man who conld 
endure so very few people. Even Mrs. and Miss 
Thrale, of whom he is fond to excess, he would rather 
not see than see with other Company ! 

Is he not a strange composition? 
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Streatham, June. — I found Dr. Johnson in admir- 
able good-humonr, and our journey hither was ex* 
tremely pleasant. I thanked him for the last batch 
of his poets, and we talked them over almost ail 
the way. 

Sweet Mrs. Thrale received me with her wonted 
warmth of affection, but shocked me by her own ill 
looks, and the increasing altération in her pei*son, 
which perpétuai anxiety and worry have made. I 
found with her Mrs. Lambart and the Rev. Mr. Jen- 
nings, a young brother of Sir Philip Clerke, and Mr. 
Seward. 

Mrs. Lambart I was much pleased with again meet- 
ing, for she is going in a few days to Brussels with her 
son, in order to réside for two years. Mr. Jennings I 
was not much charmed with ; but he may be a good 
sort of man for ail that, and for ail he was somewhat 
over-facetious, or would have been ; for Mrs. Thrale, 
after running to kiss me, introduced me to Sir Philip*s 
brother, who said, — 

" Pray, ma'am, may not that fashion go round?" 

" No, no, there *s no occasion for that,'* cried L 

"Oh, yes, there is," retnmed he; **it may be an 
old-fashioned custom, but I am an old-fashioned man, 
and therefore I rather like it the better. Come, Mrs. 
Thrale, may I not be introduced properly to Miss 
Barney?" 

" No, no," cried she, while I took care to get out 
of the way, •* nobody kisses Miss Burney in this house 
but myself.'* 

I have ventured," cried Mr. Seward, to some- 
times touch the tip of Miss Burney's little iinger- 
nail ;• but never farther." 

I then gave Mrs. Thrale some account of my visit to 
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Mrs. Byron, wbich tarned the conversation ; and pre- 
sently entered Mr. Crutchley. 

We had a good cheerful day, and in the evening Sir 
Richard Jebb came ; and nothing can I recoUect, bat 
that Dr. Johnson for ced me to sit on a very small sofa 
with him, which was hardly large enough for himself ; 
and which would bave made a subject for a print by 
Harry Bunbury th^ would have diverted ail London ; 
erffo, it rejoiceth me that he was not présent. 

Wednesday. — We had a terrible noisy day. Mr. 
and Mrs. Cator came to dinner, and brought with 
them Miss CoUisou, a nièce. Mrs. Nesbitt was also. 
here, and Mr. Pepys. 

The long war which bas been proclaimed among the 
wits couceming Lord Lyttelton's " Life," by Dr. John- 
son, and which a whole tribe of blues, with Mrs. 
Montagu at their head, have vowed to execrate and 
reveoge, now broke ont with ail the fury of the first 
actual hostilities, stimulated by long-concerted schemes 
and mueh spiteful information. Mr. Pepys, Dr. John- 
son well knew, was one of Mrs. Montagu's steadiest 
abettors; and, therefore, as he had some time de- 
termined to défend himself with tbe first of them he 
met, this day he fell the sacrifice to bis wratb. 

In a long tête-à^tile which I accidentally had with 
Mr. Pepys before the company was assembled, he told 
me bis appréhensions of an attack, and entreated me 
earnestly to endeavour to prevent it ; modestly avowing 
he was no antagonist for Dr. Johnson ; and yet de- 
claring bis personal friendship for Lord Lyttelton made 
hjm so much hurt by the Life,'* that he feared he 
could not discuss the matter withont a quarrel, which, 
especially in the house of Mrs. Thrale, he wished ta 
avoid. 
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it wae, however, utterly impossible for me to serre 
him. I could have stopped Mrs. Thrale with ease, 
and Mr. Seward witli a hint, had either of them beguu 
the subject ; but, unfortunately, in the middie of dinner 
it was begun by Dr« Johnson himself^ to oppose whom, 
especially as be spoke with great anger, would have 
b€«n madness and folly. 

Never before have I seen Dr. JolHison speak with so 
much passion. 

" Mr. Pepys," he cried, in a voice the most enraged, 

I understand you are offended by my * Life of Lord 
Lyttelton.' What is it you have to say against it ? Corne 
forth, man! Here am T, ready to answer any charge 
you can bring ! " 

" No, sir," cried Mr. Pepys, " not at présent ; I 
muet beg leave to décline the subject. I told Miss 
Bumey before dinner that I hoped it would not be 
started." 

I was quite frightened to hear my own name men- 
tioned in a delmte which begau so seriously ; but Dr. 
Johnson made not to this any answer : he repeated his 
attack and his challenge, and a violent disputation 
ensued, in which this great but tnortal man did, to own 
the truth, appear unreasonably furious and grossly 
severe. I never saw him so before, and I heartily 
hope I never shall again. He has beên long provoked, 
and justly enough, at the sneaking complaints and 
murmurs of the Lytteltonians ; and, therefore, his 
long-excited wrath, which hitherto had met no object, 
now burst forth with a véhémence and bittemess 
almost incredible. 

Mr. Pepys meantime never appeared to so much 
advantage; he preserved his temper, uttered ail that 
belonged merely to himself with modesty, and ail that 
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more immediatelj related to Lord Lytielton with spirit. 
Indeed, Dr. Johnson, in the very midst of the dispute, 
had the candour and liberality to make him a personal 
compliment, by saying, — 

^* Sir, ail that you say, while you are yindicating 
one who cannot thank you, makes me only think 
better of you than I ever did before. Yet still I think 
you do me wnmg," &c kc 

Some time after, in the beat of the argument, he 
called Qut— 

The moremy ' Lord Lyttelton' is inquired after, the 
worse he will appear ; Mr. Seward hae just heard two 
stories of him, whieh corroborate ail I bave related.'* 

He then desired Mr. Seward to repeat them. Poor 
Mr. Seward looked almost as frightened as rayself at 
the yery mention of bis name; but he quietly and 
immediately told the stories, which consisted of fresk 
instances, from good authorities, of Lord Lyttelton's 
illiberal bdiavîour to Shenstone; and then he flung 
himself back in his chair, and spoke no more during 
the whole debate, which I am sure he was ready to 
vote a bore. 

One happy circumstance, however, attended the 
quarrel, which was the présence of Mr. Cator, who 
would by no means be prevented talking himself, 
either by révérence for Dr. Johnson, or ignorance of 
the subject in question ; on thè oontrary, he gave his 
opinion, quite uncalled, upon every thix^ that was 
said by either party, and that with an importance and 
pomposity, yet with an emptiness and verbosity, that 
rendered the whole dispute, when in his hands,nothing 
more than ridiculous, and compelled even the dis- 
putants themselves, ail inflamed as they were, to laufi^ 
To give a spécimen — one speech will do for a tbousand. 
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As to this hère question of Lord Lyttelton I can't 
speak to it to the purpose, as I have not read his * Life,' 
for I have only read the ' Life of Pope I have got the 
books though, for I sent for them last week, and they 
came to me on Wednesday, and then I began them ; but 
I have not yet read ' Lord Lyttelton.' ' Pope' I have 
begun, and that is what I am now reading. But 
what I have to say about Lord Lyttelton is this here : 
Mr. Seward says that Lord Lyttelton's steward dunned 
Mr. Shenstone for his rent, by which I understand he 
was a tenant of Lord Lyttelton's. Well, if he was a 
tenant of Lord Lyttelton's, why should not he pay his 
rent?" 

Who could contradict this? 

When dinner was quite over, and we left the men to 
their wine, we hoped they would finish the affair ; but 
Dr. Johnson was determined to talk it through, and 
make a battle of it, though Mr. Pepys tried to be off 
continually. When they were ail summoned to tea, 
they entered still warm and violent. Mr. Cator had 
the book in his hand, and was reading the " Life of 
Lyttelton," that he might better, he said, understand 
the cause, though not a créature cared if he had never 
heard of it. 

Mr. Pepys came up to me and said, — 

" Just what I had so much wished to avoid ! I have 
been crushed in the very onset." 

I could make him no answer, for Dr. Johnson im- 
mediately called him off', and harangued and attacked 
hîm with a véhémence and continuity that quite con- 
cemed both Mrs. Thrale and myself, and that made 
Mr. Pepys, at last, resolutely silent, however called 
upon. 

This now grew more unpleasant than ever; till 
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Mr. Catôf, having some time studied . his book, ex- 
claimed, — 

" What I am now going to say, as I have not yet 
read the ' Life of Lord Lyttelton' quite throngh, must 
be coDsidered as being only said aside, because what I 
atn going to say " 

" I wish, sir," cried Mrs. Thrale, " it had been ail 
8aid aside ; hère is too much about it, indeed, and I 
should be ^ery glad to hear no more of it.*' 

This speeeh, which she made with great spirit and 
dignity, had an admirable effect. Every body was 
silenced. Mr. Cator, thus interrupted in the midst of 
his proposition, looked quite amazed ; Mr. Pepys was 
xQuch gratified by the interférence ; apd Dr. Johnson, 
after a pause, said, — 

" Well, madam, you sfèall hear no more of it; yet 
I will défend myselfin every part and in every atom 

And from this time the subject was whoUy dropped. 
This dear violent Doctor was conscious he had been 
wrong, and therefore he most candidly bore the re- 
proof. 

Mr. Cator, after some évident chagrin at having his 
speech thus rejected, comforted himself by coming up 
to Mr. Seward, who was seated next me, to talk to. 
him of the changes of the climates from hot to cculcf 
in the countries he had visited ; and he prated so much, 
yet said so little, and pronounced his words so vulgarly,.. 
that I found it impossible to keep my countenance, and 
was once» when most unfortunately he addressed him- 
self to me, surprised by him on the full grin. Ta 
soften it off as well as I could, I pretended unusual 
conaplacency, and instead of recovering my gravity, I 
continued a most ineffable smile for the whole time he 
talked^ which was indeed no difEcult task. Poor Mr. 

VOL. II. E 
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Seward was as much off his guard as myself^ having 
his mouth distended to its fuUest extent every other 
minute. 

When the leave-takiug time arrived, Dr. Johnson 
called to Mr. Pepys to shake hands, an invitation 
which was most coldly and forcibly aceepted. Mr. 
Oator made a point of Mrs. Thrale's dining at his 
bouse soon, and she could not be whoUy excused, as 
^ she has many transactions wîth him ; but she fixed the 
day for three weeks hence. They have invited me so 
often, that I have now promised not to fail making one. 

Thursday Morning. — Dr. Johnson went to town 
for some days, but not before Mrs. Thrale read him a 
very serions lecture upon giving way to such violence ; 
which he bore with a patience and quietness that even 
more than made his peace with me ; for such a man's 
confessing himself wrong is almost more amiable than 
another man being steadily right. 

Friday, June 14th.— We had my dear father and 
Sophy Stretfield, who, as usual^ was beautiful, caressing, 
amiable, sweet, and — fatiguing. 

SuNDAY, June 16th. — This morning, after church, 
we had visits from the Pitches, and afterwards from 
the Attorney-Général and Mrs. Wallace, his wife, who 
is a very agreeable woman. And here I must give 
you a little trait of Mr. Crutchley, whose solid and 
fixed character I am at this moment nnable to fathom, 
much as I have seen of him. 

He has an aversion, not only to strangers, but to 
the world in gênerai, that I never yet saw quite 
equalled. I at first attributed it to shyness, but I now 
ând it is simply disgust. To-day at noon, while I was 
reading alone in the library, he came in, and amused 
liimself very quietly in the same manner ; but, upon a 
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noise which threatened an intrusion, he started up, and 
as the Pitches entered, he hastened away. After this, 
the Wallaces came, from whom he kept equally distant ; 
but when we ail wentout to shew the Attorney-Général 
the hot-houses and kitchen-gardens, he retumed, I 
suppose, to the library, for there, when we came back, 
we found him reading. He instantly arose, and was 
retreating, but stopped upon my telling him in passing 
that his particular enemy, Mr. Merlin, was just ar- 
rived ; and then some nonsense passing among us 
conceming poor Merlin and Miss Owen, he conde- 
scended to turn back and take a chair. He sat then, as 
usual when with much company, quite silent, till Mr. 
Wallace began talking of the fatigue lie had endured 
at the birth-day, from the weight and beat of his 
clothes, which were damask and gold, belonging to 
his place, and of the haste he was in to get at the 
Queen, that he might speak to her Majesty, and make 
his escape from so insufferable a situation as the beat, 
incommodiousness, and richness of his dress, had put 
him into. 

" Well, sir," interrupted Mr. Crutchley, in the 
midst of this complaint, to which he had listened with 
évident contempt, " but you had at least the pleasure 
of shewing this dress at the levée!" 

This unexpected sarcasm instantly put an end to the 
subject, and when I afterwards spoke of it to Mr. 
Crutchley, and laughed at his little respect for an 

officer of the state — " 

'*0h!" cried he, "nothing makes me so sick as 
hearing such ostentations complaints! The man bas 
but just got the very dress he bas been ail his life 
working for, and now he is to parade abput its in- 
convenience ! " 



Digitized by 



Ô2 



DIARY AND LETTERS [Part I. 



This is certainly a good and respectable spirit, though 
net much calculated to make its possessor popular. 

We had afterwards a good deal of sport with Merlin, 
who again stayed dinner, and was as happy as a 
prince ; but Mr. Crutcbley plagued oie somewhat by 
trying to set him upon attacking tne; which, as I 
l^new his readiness to do better than l cbose to cou- 
fess, was not perfectly to my taste. Once, when Piozzi 
was making me some most extravagant compliments, 
npon Heaven knows what of accomplishments and per- 
fections^ which he said belonged to the wholë famille 
JBorni, and was challenging me to speak to him in 
Italian, which I assured him I could not do, Merlin 
officiously called ont, — 

" O, je vous assure, Mlle. Burney n'ignore rien ; 
mais elle est si modeste qu'elle ne veut pas, c'est à dire, 
parler." 

And soon after, when a story was told of some- 
body's siiis, which I have forgotten, Merlin, encou- 
raged again by some malicious contrivance of Mr. 
Crutchley's to address himself to me, called ont aloud, 
and very malàpropos, Pour Mlle. Burney, c'est une 
den^oiselle qui n'a jamais péché du tout." 

" No, I hope not," said I, in a low voice to Miss 
Thrale, while they were ail boUoaing at this oddity v 
"at least, if I had, I think I would not coufess" 

"Tell him so," cried Mr. Crutchley. 

" No, no," cried I, " pray let him alone." 

" Do you hear, Mr. Mèrlin," cried he then aloud ; 
*'Mi8s Burney says if she lias sinned, she will not 
confesa." 

*'0, sir!" answered Merlin, simpering, "for the 
modeat ladies, they'never do confess, because, that isy 
they have not got nothing to confess." 
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Daring the dessert, mention was made of my father*s 
picture, when this ridiculous créature exelaimed, — 

Oh ! for that picture of Dr. Burney, Sir Joshua 
Reynhold bas not taken pains, that îs, to please me ! 
I do not like it. Mr. Gainsborough bas done one 
much more better of me, whicb is very agreeable in- 
deed. I wish it had been at the Exhibition, for it 
would have dône him a great deal of crédit indeed.'* 

There was no standing the absurdity of this " agree- 
able," and we ail laughed heartily, and Mrs. Thrale 
led the way for our leaving the room. 

" Oh !" cried Merlin, half piqued, and half grinning 
from sympathy, " I assure you there is not nothing 
does make me so happy, that is, as to see the ladies 
80 pleased ! " 

MoNDAY, JuNE 17th. — There passed, some timè 
ago, an agreement between Mr. Crutchley and Mr. 
Seward, that the latter is to make a visit to the former, 
at bis country-house in Berkshire; and to-day the 
lime was settled : but a more ridiculous scène never 
was exhibited. The host elect and the guest elect 
tried which should shew least expectation of pleasùre 
from the meeting, and neither of them thought it at 
ail worth while to disguise bis terror of being weary 
of the other. Mr. Seward seemed quite melancholy 
and depressed in the prospect of making, and Mr. 
Crutchley absolutely misérable in that of receiving, 
the visit. Yet nothing so ludicrous as the distress 
of both, since nothing less necessary than that either 
should bave such a punishment inflicted. I cannot 
remember half the absurd thiugs that passed; but a 
few. by way of spécimen, I will give. 

'* How long do you intend to stay with me, Seward?** 



Digitized by 



54 



DIARY AND LETTERS, &c. [PaRT L 



cried Mr. Crutchley ; " how long do you think you can 
bearit?" 

"O, I don*t know; I sha'n't fix," answered the 
other : " just as I find it." 

''Well, but — when shall you corne? Friday or 
Saturday? I think you'd better not corne till Satur- 
day." 

Why yes, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Oh, you'U have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you ?" 

" Why on Sunday we'U dine at the Lyells. Mrs, 
Lyell is a charming woman ; one of the most élégant 
créatures I ever saw." 

'*Wonderfully so," cried Mr. Crutchley; ''I like 
her extremely — an insipid idiot ! She never opens her 
mouth but in a whisper ; I never heard her speak a 
word in my life. But what must I do with you on 
Monday ? will you come away ? " 

" Oh, no ; l'il stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long shall you stay ? Why I must come 
away myself on Tuesday." 

" O, I sha n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
dryly. " I shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

" Six shirts !" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley ; and then, 
with eqaal dryness added — " Oh, I suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And so on. 
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Streatham, June 25. — I sent y ou off a most sad 
morsel, my dearest Susy, bnt reoeiving no news of 
Ja-mes had really so much sunk me, tliat 1 could 
hardly support my spirits with decency. Nothing 
better bas happened since; but as ail help of evil 
is out of my power, I drive from my mind the ap- 
préhension of it as much as I am able, and keep, and 
will keep, my fears and horrors in as much subjection 
as possible. You will let me know, I am sure, when 
yon get any intelligence, and you will, I eamestly 
hope, keep your own mind quiet till it arrives. There 
is never such a superfluity of actual happiness as to 
make it either rational or justifiable to feod upon ex- 
pected misery. That portion of philosophy which 
belongs to making the most of the présent day, grows 
upon me strongly ; and, as I bave sufièred infinitely 
from its neglect, it is what I most encourage, and, 
indeed, require. 

I will go on with a little journalising, though I have 
now few things, and still fewer people, to mention. 

Wednesday, June 26th. — Dr. Johnson, who had 
l)een in town some days, returned, and Mr. Crutchley 
came also, as well as my father. I did not see the two 
latter till summoned to dinner and then Dr. Johnson 
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seizing my hand, while with one of his own he gave me 
a no very gentle tap on the shoulder, half droUy and 
half reproachfiiUy called eut, — 

" Ah, you little baggage, you ! and hâve you known 
how long I have been hère, and never to corne to me?" 

And the truth is, in whatever sportive mode he ex* 
presses it, he really likes not I should be absent from 
him half a minute whenever he is here, and not in his 
own apartment. 

Mr. Crutchley said he had just brought Mr. Seward 
to town in his phaeton, alive. He gave a diverting 
account of the visit, which I fancy proved much better 
than either party pretended to expect, as I find Mr. 
Seward not only went a day sooner, but stayed two days 
later, than was proposed ; and Mr. Crutchley, on his 
part, said he had invited him to repeat his visit at any 
time when he knew not in what other manner ** to 
knock down a day or two." What curious characters 
thèse are ! Mr. Crutchley,- however, continues the 
least fathomable, not only of thèse, but of ail the men I 
have seen. I will give you, therefore, having, in- 
deed, nothing better to offer, some further spécimens to 
judge of. 

Dr. Johnson, as usual when here, kept me in chat 
with him in the library after ail the rest had dis- 
persed ; but when Mr. Crutchley retumed again, he 
went up-stairs, and', as I was finishing some work I had 
in hand, Mr. Crutchley, either from civility or a sud- 
den tum to loquacity, forbore his books, to talk. 

Among other folks, we diçcussed the two rival 
duchesses, Rutland and Devonshire. "The former," 
he said, must, he fancied, be very weak and silly, as 
he knew that she endured being admired to her face, 
and complimented perpetually, both upon her beauty 
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and her dress and when I asked whether he was one 
who joined in trying her — 

'^Me!" cried he ; ^' no, indeed! I never corn- 
plimented any body ; that is, I never said to any body 
a thiug I did not think, uniess I was openly laughing 
at them, and making sport for other people." 

" Oh," cried I, if every body went by this rule, what 
a world of conversation ivould be curtailed! The 
Duchess of Devonshire, I fancy, bas better parts." 

** Oh y es ; and a fine, pleasant, open countenance. 
She came to my sister's once, in'Lincolnshire, when I 
was there, in order to see hare-hunting, which was 
then quite new to her." 

" She is very amiable, I believe," said I ; for ail 
her friends love and speak highly of her." 

"Oh, y es, very much so; perfectly good-humoured 
and unafiected. And her horse was led, and she was 
frightened ; and we told her that was the hare, and that 
was the dog; and the dog-pointed at the hare, and the 
hare ran away £pom the dog ; and then she took cou- 
rage, and then she was timid ; — and, upon ray word, she 
did it ail very prettily ! For my part, I liked it so well, 
that in half an hour I took to my own horse, and rode 
away." 

After this, we began more seriously to talk upon 
happiness and misery ; and I accused him of having 
little sensé of either, from the varioùs strange and des* 
perate speeches which he is continually making ; such 
as those I told you, of bis declaring he cared not if he 
was to be sbut up in the Exchequer for the rest of bis 
life; and as to Mrs. Plumbe — the stupidest of ail 
women— he had as lieve as not pass the rest of bis 
days with her : and dnring this last visit, when the 
horrors of a convent were enumerating by Mrs. Thrale, 
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he asserted that there was nothing but prejadice in 
preferring any othermode of life, since every mode was, 
in fact, alike. 

Well," said he, " and castom will niake any thing 
endured ; though a great deal of ail this must be given 
to roere talk without meaning ; for as to living with 
Mrs. Plumbe, I protest I would not spend an Iioar with 
her to save me from ruin, nor with any body I did not 
like. I cannot even make common visits to people 
unless I like them. But the few 1 do like, perhaps 
nobody ever liked equally. I have, indeed, but one 
wish or thought about them ; and that is, to be with 
them not only every day, but every hour. And I never 
change, and never grow tired : nobody in the world 
bas less taste for variety." 

Afterwards he asserted that nobody ever died of 
grief. I did not agrée with him; for I do, indeed, 
believe it is a death but too possible. 

** I judge," said he, " as people are too apt to judge, 
by myself ; I am sure / have no affections that can 
kiU me." 

I can easily believe* that," said '^and I fancy 
very few people have; but, among them, I should 
certainly never number those who settle themselves 
into a philosophie coldness and apathy that renders ail 
things equal to them, and the Couvent or the Exchequer 
the same as any other places.'^ 

" Why, a little use would make them so," said he, 
laughing. However, I believe I have had as much 
delight one way as any man breathing ; and that is, in 
hunting. I have pursued that with an enthusiasm that 
bas been madness. I have been thrown from my horse 
and half killed, and mounted her again and gone on. 
I have been at it till every one bas been tired out ; but 
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myself never. I hâve jumped frorn my horfte to catch 
a dirty hound in my arms and kiss it !" 
Well," cried I, " and does this last ?" 

" Why, no/' cried he, •* thank Heaven ! not quite so 
bad now. To be sute, 'tis the most contemptible 
delight that ever man took, and I never knew three 
men in the world who pursued it with equal pleasure 
that were not idiots. Those, however," said he aftei*- 
wards, " are, I believe, the most happy who have most 
affections ; even the pain of such bas pleasure with it." 

This from a man whose évident effort is to stîfle 
evêry affection, nay, every feeling, of the soul ! 

" I do not," continued he, believe that any grief in 
the world ever out-lasted a twelvemoth." 

" A twelvemonth," said I, spent in real sorrow is a 
long, long time indeed. I question myself if it altoost 
can last or be supported longer." 

After this, upon my saying I supposed him hardly a 
fair judge of affliction, as I believed him a man deter- 
mined to extinguish every feeling that led to it, he 
grew very unexpectedly grave and communicative, and 
told me he had had two calamities as heavy and as 
bitter as any body could have or could feel. 

" And yet," said he, "I found I got the better of 
them. I was ill — I lost my appetite-— I could not 
sleep— I had a fever ; yet in time ail thèse complaints 
were gone, and I got well, and lived on much as 
usual." 

One of thèse calamities he then explained to havè 
been the loss of his mother, whom I iind be quite 
adored ; and he seems still to wonder how he survived 
her. The other he seemed half inclined to mention, 
but I did not venture to lead to it, as it occurred to me 
that it was possibly an affair of the heart ; in which, if, 
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çotwithstauding ail his assertions of ignorance oîla heïk 
passion^ he bas had a disappointment, I thiak mucl) of 
the strangeness of Jiis character accounted for. 

At dinner he appeared in his riding dress, prepared 
for his journey ; and, during the dessert, his phaetoa 
was announced. Mrs. Thrale at that time had stepped 
out of the room. He soon after called Mies Thrale 
aside^ and proposed taking her two sisters, Susan and 
Sophy, who are still at home for the holydays, a ride in 
his phaeton ! He bid her mention it to her mother, 
saying, that if she liked it, he would defer going till 
nexi morning, that he might give the little giris this 
frolic. 

Mrs. Thrale instantly returned, and, thanking him 
for his good-nature, most readily agreed to the pro^ 
posai ; though she could not but laugh at it, after his 
suUen refusai to stay at her request, 

Friday. — The moment breakfast was over, Mr. 
Crutchley arose, and was taking leave; but Mrs. 
Thrale told him, with an arch langh, he had better 
stay, for he would not get raended by going. He 
protested, however, that he must certainly go home. 
And why?" cried she ; " what do you go for ?" 

" Nay," cried he, hesitating, " I don't know^ I am 
sure!'' 

" Never mind him, madam/' cried Dr. Johnson ; *^ a 
man who knows not why he goes, knows not why he 
stays; therefore never heed him.'' 

Does any body expect you?" said Mrs. Thrale. 
" Do you want to see any body ?" 

"Notasoul!" 

"Then why can't you stay ?" 
No ; I can't stay now ; l'U meet you on Tuesday." 
If you know so little why you should either go or 
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stay," said Dr. Johnson, "never think about it, sir; 
tosg up — that's the shortest way. Heads or tails ! — let 
that décide." 

No, no, sir," answered he ; " this is but talk, for I 
cannot reduce it to that mere indifférence in my own 
mind." 

What ! must you go, then?" said Mrs. Thrale. 
I must go," returaed he, " upon a System of eco- 
nomy." 

What ! to save your horses coming again ?" 
" No ; but that I may not weary my friends quîte 
out." 

** Oh, your friends are the best judges for them- 
selves," said Mrs. Thrale ; " do you think you can go 
any where that your company will be more desired ?" 

" Nay, nay," cried Dr. Johnson, *• after such an 
excuse as that, your friends have a right to practise 
Irish hospitality, and lock up your bridle." 

The matter was still undecided when Mrs. Thrale 
called him to walk out with her. 

In about two hours, and when I thought he was 
certainly gone, he came into the library, where I was 
reading Sherlock's flippant but entertaining letters, 
and said, — 

" A good morning to you, ma'ara." 
Are you going at last," cried I, "in ali this beat?" 

" No," cried he ; I am upon a new plan now. I 
have sent my man to Sunning-hill, and I am going 
now to see if I can stop him ; for, in spite of ail my 
résolves, I find there is no resisting the pleasures of 
this place." 

There is, indeed, no resisting Mrs. Thrale," ^aid 
I ; " but why, indeed, should you resist her ?" 

** Oh,*' cried he, in a tone half vexed, half laughing, 
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" I wish with ail my beart I was at Jéricho at this 
very moment/' 

He then wished me good-by, and was off ; leaving 
me, indeed, little better able to judge bis actual cha- 
racter tban tbe first day I saw bim. 

At dinner, accordingly, be returned, and is now to 
stay till Tuesday. 

# « # # « 

I bave very often, tboagh I mention tbem not, long 
and melancboly diecourses witb Dr. Johnspn, about our 
dear deceased master, wbom, indeed, be regrets inces- 
santly ; but I love not to dwell on subjects of sorrow 
wben I can drive tbem away, especially to you, iipon 
this account, as you were so mucb a stranger to tbat 
excellent friend, wbom you only lamented for tbe sake 
of tbose wbo survived bim. 

# # # « # 

Tbe receipt of your second letter, my dearest Susy, 
bas so mucb animated and comforted me, tbat I can 
now go back to give you a better account of what 
passed bere after tbe receipt of tbe first. 

Wbile we were at cburcb on Sunday morning, we 
beard a sermon, upon wbicb, by means of a speecb I 
cbanced to make, we bave been talking ever since. 
Tbe subject was treating of humïlity^ and declaiming 
against pride) in tbe midst of wbicb, Mrs. Tbrale 
whispered, — 

*' Tbis sermon is ail against t^s; tbat is, four of us : 
Queeny, Burney, Susan, and I, are ail as proud as 
possible — Mr. Crutcbley and Sopby are bumble 
enougb." 

" Good beavens !" cried I, " Mr. Crutcbley ! — wby 
be is tbe proudest among us ! " 
Tbis speecb she instantly repeated, and just at tbat 
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moment the preachw said,— *'Those who are the 
weakest are ever the soonest puffed up." 

He instantly made me a bow, with an expressive 
laughy that thanked me fer the compliment. To be 
sure it happened raost untimely. 

As soon as we came eut of church, he called 
eut, — 

" Well, Miss Burney, this is what I never can for- 
give ! Am / so ppoud ? ' ' 

" I am siyre if you are," cried Mrs. Thrale, " you 
have imposed upon me, for I always thought you the 
humblest man I knew. Look how Burney casts up 
her eyes! Why are you so proud, after ail, Mr. 
Crutchley?" 

" I hope not," cried be, rather gravely ; but ï 
little thought of ever going to Streatham Church to 
hear I was the proudest man in it." 

''Well, but," said I, ** doês it foUow yoù eertainly 
are so because / say so ? ** • 

" Why yes, I suppose I am if you see it, for you are 
one that see ail things and people right." 

" Well, it 's very odd," said Mrs. Thrale, I wonder 
bow sbe found you out." 

" I woï^der," cried I, laughing, " hoDr you missed 
fijiding him out." 

" Oh ! worse and worse ! " cried he. " Why there 's 
no bearing this !" 

" I prot«st, then," said Mrs. Thrale, he has always 
taken ngie in,; h/e seemed ta me the humblest créature 
I knew; always speaking so ill of himself— always 
depreciating ail that belongs to him." 

if Why, I did not say," quoth I, " that be had more 
vanity than other men ; on the co&trary, I think he 
bas none." 
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" Well distinguished," cried she; "a man may be 
prood enough, and yet hâve no vanity." 

" Well, but what is this pride?'' criçd Mr. Crutch. 
ley — " what is it shewn in? — wliat are its symptom» 
and marks?" 

*^ A gênerai contempt," answered I, undaunted, of 
every body and of every thing." 

" Well said, Miss Bamey ! " exclaimed Mrs. Thrale» 

Why that 's tnie enough, and se he bas." 

"A total indiflTepence," continued I, **of what is 
tbought of him by others, and a disdain alike of hap^ 
piness or nrisery." 

" Bravo, Bumey !" cried Mrs. Thrale, " that 's true 
enough!" 

" Indeed/' cried Mr. Crutchley, "y ou are quite mis»* 
taken. Indeed, nobody in the world is half so anxious 
about the opinions of others ; I am wretched — I am 
misérable if I think myself tbought ill of ; not, indeed, 
by every body,— not by Mr. Cator, nor Mr. Perkins, 
nor Mr. Barclay, — but by those whose good opinion I 
have tried : — there if I fail, no man can be more un- 
bappy." 

" Oh, perhaps," returned I, " there may be two or 
three people in the world you may wish should think 
well of yoa, but that is notbing to the gênerai cha^» 
racter." 

" Oh, no ! many more. I am now four-and-thirty, 
and perhaps, indeed, in ail my life I have not tried to 
gain the .esteem of more than four-and-thirty people, 
but . 

" Oh, leave ottt the thirty !" cried I, " and then you 
may be nearer the truth." , 

Ho, indeed ; ten, at least, I daresay I have tried 
for, but, perhaps, I have not succeeded with two. How- 
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ever, I am thas even with tbe world ; for if it likes me 
not, I can do without it, — I can live alone ; and that, 
indeed, i prefer to any tbing I can meet with ; for those 
with wkom I like to live are so much above me ; that 
I sink into nothing in their society ; so I think it best 
to ran away from them." 

" That is to say," cried I, " you are angry you can- 
not yourself excel, — and thifi is.not pride !" 

" Why no, indeed ; but it is melancboly to be always 
behind — to hear conversation in which* one is unable 
to join " 

" Unwilling," quoth I, " you mean." 

'^ J^o, indeed, but really unable ; and therdbre wfaat 
can I do so well as to run home ? As to an inferîor, I 
hope I think that of nobody ; and as to sny eqoals, and 
such as I am on a par with, Heaven kiK>w6 I can ill 
bear tbem ! — I would rather live alone to ail eternity !" 
. This conversation lasted till we got home, when^Mrs. 
Tfarale said, — 

Well, Mr. Crutchley, bas she convinced you?" 
l'don't know," cried I, " but he has convinced me'* 

"Why how you smote him," cried Mrs, Thrale; 

but I think you ihadce your part good as you^ on." 
The great différence," said I, " which I think tbere 
is between Mr. Seward and Mr. Crutchley, who in 
some things are very much alike, is this, — Mr. Seward 
has a great deal of vanity and no pride, Mr. Crutchley 
a great deal of pride and no vanity." 

" Just, and true, and wise !" said dear Mrs. Thrale, 
" for Seward is always talking of himself, and always 
with approbation ; Mr. Crutchley seldom mentions 
himself, and when he does, it is with dielike. And 
which bave /, most pride or most vanity?" 
' " Oh, most vanity, certo /" quoth I, 
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''And which have you?" said Mr. Crutcihley to 
Queeny. 

" I don't know," answered she. 

# # « # # 

Some time after, while I was again reading Sher- 
lock's "Letters" in the.library, Mr. Crutchley came 
în. 

*'Well, ma'am,'* cried he, '^I have not forgivea 
this yet ; though I confess you somewhat softened off 
tbe charge, by ail that distinction aboat the pride and 
vanity; but still I suppose even that was only pre- 
tence/' 

" " No, no," cried I, "ail I said I think; though ail 
I think to be sure I did not say ! " 

And I wcnt on with my book. 

" Well," cried he, " I shall take Johnson's * Life of 
Pope,' and go to tïie green bench in the wood, and get 
it by heart. If I have no ideas of my own, I can do 
nothing better than get some of his. This part of 
pride I am ready to own, and I wish nothing more 
than to cultivate it — and that is — from those who recède 
from me, to recède yet faster from them, This much 
I would always wish to do." 

" I can very easily crédit it," cried I. 

*' Why, I don't know neither," cried he; " I don't 
think I do it as. much as I ought to do ; I think I 
begin to grow more cringing, and sneaking, and 
worldly." 

How ridiculous !" cried I ; for certainly cringing, 
sneaking, and worldly, are three things most distant 
from him. 

But as to ail this pride of which you accuse me, I 
•déclare I believe no man has so little." 

Look here/^ înterruptcd I, Mr. Sherlock himself 
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says he is • modeste à F excès.* See but by that how 
people know their own characters.'* 

Thi8 was a finisBing stroke ; for the vanity and 
flippancy and conceit of Sherlock we have ail been 
railing at ever since we took to reading his book, 
which was about a week agq; and Mr. Crutchley 
himself bas been the most struck with it. 

He laughed and went off, not, I believe, affronted, 
but I fancy soraewhat disturbed, which was more than 
I meant he should be, though, in fact, ail I said I 
believe to be strictly true; for though, in the strange 
composition of his character, there is a diffidence of 
himself, the most unaflTected I ever, except ip Ed' 
ward Burney, saw, — a diffidence which makes the 
misery of his life, by inducing him to believe himself 
always de trop, — he bas y et a contempt of almost ail 
others, which, however free from vanity, can possibly 
have no other spring than pride. 

At dinner we had Sir Philip Clerke and Piozzi ; 
and Mr. Crutchley toïd me " my friend " Mr. Merlin 
was corne. 

Is he my friend?" cried I ; " he says you are his 
particular enemy ! " 

And this, indeed, is now become our hack speech 
to Mr. Crutchley, whose supposed enmity to Merlin 
is, indeed, a stretch of that absurd creature's imagina- 
tion, even more than usually ridiculous. 

When Merlin came in I gave the hint of your story 
about Sir Christopher Whitchcott, whom Mr. Crutchley 
knows, and says is one of his hunting idiots," and, 
therefore, he endeavoured to draw him into telling the 
taie, by talking of drinking. Merlin was quiet a long 
time, but when at last Mr. Crutchley said, — 

" Ip England no raan is ever obliged to drink more? 
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than he pleases ! " lie saddenly called out, and with a 
inost raeful face, — 

"Oh, certainly I beg your pardon ! there is a person^ 
Sir Christopher Whitchcott, which certainly does do it !'* 

''Do what, Mr. Merlin?" 

** Why certainly, sir, he does give, that is, a very 
great reprimand, to any person that does not drink as 
much as himself." 

They then questioned him, and he gave several of 
the particulars of his disgrâce ; though, being sepa- 
rately dragged from him, they were by no means so 
diverting as when you told them me. 

« « « « # 

At supper we had only Sir Philip and Mr. Crutchley. 
The conversation of the morning was then again re- 
newed. 

**0h!" cried Mrs. Thrale, "what a smoking did 
Miss Bumey give Mr. Crutchley !" 

" A smoking, indeed!'* cried he. Never had I 
such a one before ! Never did I think to get such a 
character ! I had no notion of it." 

" Nay, then," said I, " why should you, now?" 
But what is ail this?" cried Sir Philip, delighted 
enough at any mischief between Mr. Crutchley and 
me, or between any maie and female, for he only wishes 
something to go forward, and thinks a quarrel or dis- 
pute next best to fondness and flirting. 

"Why, Miss Burney," answered she, "gave Mr. 
Crutchley this morning a noble trimming. I had 
always thought him very humble, but she shewed me 
my mistake, and said I had not distinguished pride 
from vanity." 

"Oh, never was I so mauled in my life!" said he. 
• « # # # 
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Enough, however, of this rattie, which lasted till we 
ail went to bed, and which Mrs. Thrale most kindly 
kept up, by way of rioting me from thinking, and 
which Mr. Crutchley himself bore with the utmost 
good nature, from having noticed that I was ont of 
spirits. 

MoTNDAY, JuLY 2d. — In a tête-à-tête l chanced to 
have with Mr. Crutchley, he again gave me reason 
to recoUect the notion he lately put in my head, that 
he is stUl suffering in his own mind from some former 
bitter disappointment. 

We were talking over Johnson's " Life of Pope," 
and after mutually giving our opinions upon variouB 
passages, and agreeing to prefer it akogether to any 
other of the Lires, he asked me if I had remarked how 
beautifuUy he had written upon Pope's fondness for 
Patty Blount. And then he looked out the poragraph 
and read it : — 

Their aequaintance began early ; the life of each 
was pictured on the other's mind ; their conversation, 
therefore, was endearing, for when they met there was 
an immédiate coalition of congenial notions. Perhaps 
he considered her unwillingness to approach the bed of 
sickness, as female weakness or human ârailty ; perhaps 
he was conscious to himself of peevishness and impa^ 
tience, or, though he was offended by her inattention, 
might yet consider her merit as overbalancing her fault; 
and, if he had suffered his heart to be alienated firom 
her, he could have found nothing that might fill her 
place; he could only have shrunk within himself; it 
was too late to transfer his confidence or his fondness.'' 

The manner in which he read this paragraph was 
80 strikingly tender and feeling, that it could not, 
I think, proceed merely from the words; and when 
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lie came to "be might consider her merit as over- 
balaneisg ber feult," he exclaimed, " How impos- 
«ble that a tbing one loves can ever for a moment 
{]ffend om !" And wheti be bad donent^ he read it ail 
over again, witb yet more sensibility ; and, not yet 
satidfied, be repeasted it a tbird time. 

Poor Mr. Crutebtey ! I begin to believe bis beart 
mueb lesB atitbbom tban be is willing to bave ît 
tbougbt ; snd I do now really but little doubt eiiber 
tfaftt some former love sits beavy upon it, or tbat be is 
at tbis moment suffering tbe affliction of a présent and 
bopeless one : if Ûie latter is tbe case, Miss I 
am next to certain, is tbe object. I may possibly,^ 
bovrever, be mistaken in bôtb conjectures, for be k too 
BnKke other people to be judged by niles tbat will suit 
tbem. 

We bad miocb Hterary cbat upon tbis occasion, wbicb 
Jed us to a gênerai discussion, not only of Popes 
Life, but of ail bis Works, wbicb we tried wbo sbould 
out-praîse. He tben got a book to take to bis &vourite 
bcoicb, and made me, as be left tbe room, an apology 
tbe most bumble, for baving interrupted or taken up 
any part of my time, wbicb could not otberwise bave 
but been spent better; tbougb again, be assured me 
tbat be bad not yet fergiven my cbarge against btm. 

Two minutes after be came back for anotber book,^ 
and wbile be was seeking it Mr. Evans came in. Th^ 
tben botb of tbem sat down to cbat, ànd Mr. Seward was 
tbe sulgect. Mr. Evans said be bad met bim tbe day 
before in tbe Park, witb Mrs. Nesbitt and anotber lady, 
and tbat he was giving Mrs. Nesbitt a prescription. In 
bis médical capacity be seems to rise daily : 'tis a most 
strange tum to take merely for killing enmi ! But, 
added to quacking botb bimself and bis friends,.be bas 
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lately, I hear, taken also to making a rather too libéral 
U6e of bis bottle, thinking, I suppose, that gênerons 
wine will destroy even the blue devils. I am really 
sorry, tbougb, for tbis, as it may be attended with. 
serions evil to him. 

When be was at my place," said Mr. Cratcbley, 
be did bimself up pretty bandsomely ; be ate eberries 
ûll be complained most bitterly of indigestion, and be 
poured down Madeira and Port most plentifuUy, but 
witbout relief. Tben be desired to bave some pepper- 
mint-water, and be drank tbree glasses; still tbat 
would not do, and be said be must bave a large quan- 
tity of ginger. We bad no such tbing in tbe bouée. 
However, be bad brougbt some, it seems, with bim, 
and tben be took tbat, but still to no purpose. Ât last, 
he desired sctme brandy^ and tossed off a glass of tbat ; 
and, after ail, be asked for a dose of rbubarb. Tben 
vfe bad to send and inquire ail over tbe bouse for tbts 
rbubarb, but our folks bad bardly ever beard of such 
a tbing. I advised bim to take a good bumper of gin 
suïd gunpowder, for tbat seemed almost ail be bad left 
antried." 

In tbe afternoon Mrs. Byron came; and Mr. 
Crutcbley, wbo bas a violent aversion to ber, not- 
witbstanding sbe is particularly courteous to bim, con- 
trived, tbe moment be could, to make bis escape, and 
bid bimself till sbe was gone. 

# # # * * 

Mrs. Tbrale's sweetness to me is inexpressible ; but 
tbe generosity sbe is practising at tbis time to Mr. 
Perkins, wbom sbe does not like, tbougb sbe tbinks 
berself obliged to bim, exalts ber cbaracter yet more 
higbiy tban ber kindness to me. Ëvery tbing in ber 
powec is sbe doing to establisb bim comfortably in tbe 
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brewfaouse, even to the lending ail her own money that 
is in the stocks. 

The other morning she ran hastily into my room, 
her eyes full of tears, and cried, — 

" What an extraordinary man is this Crutchley ! 
I déclare he bas quite meLted me ! He came to me 
jost now, and thinking I was nneasy I could do no 
more for Perkins, though he cared not himself if the 
man were drowned, he offered to lend him a thousand 
pounds, merely by way of giving pleasure to me !" 

His fondness, indeed, for Mrs. Thrale and her dangh- 
ter is the most singular I hâve ever seen ; he scarcely 
ezists out of their sight, and holds ail others so inferior 
to them^ that total solitude seems his dearest alter- 
native to their society. Dr. Johnson, indeed, he 
bonours and révères; and myself I believe he very 
well esteems ; bat I question, nevertheless, whether 
he would désire to see either of us but for our con- 
nexion in this house. 

« * # # * 

When Mrs. Thrale came back, she brought with her 
Mr. Henry Smith, who dined here, as did also that 
ridiculous Merlin, who contrived to divert Miss Thrale 
and me with his inconceivable absurdities. 

Wednksday, June 4th. — Mrs. Thrale was obliged to 
go to town again to-day upon business with the ex- 
ecutors, and she brought back an account of Mr. 
Crutchley that bas really given* me very much con- 
cern ; he was very far, she says, from well, and ex- 
tremely feverish. She be^ed him to stay in town 
and bave a physician, but he declared he would go 
înstantly to Sunning-hill. She then asked him to 
come bither and be nursed; but that also he declined ; 
and when she urged him to take great care of himself, 
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be said it was of small matter whether be did or uùt, 
since he cared not whether he lived or died, as life 
was of no value to him, for he had do enjoyinent 
of it. 

How sirange, sad, aad perverse ! With every pos-» 
sible rneans of happiaess, as iar as spéculation reachei» 
to be thus unaccountably misérable. He bas goodness^ 
understandingy ben^voleciee; riches, and independence» 
aad with ail thèse a something is waating without 
which they are ail as noihing. 

He acknowledged to her readily that be was never 
so well pleased as when at Streatham, and spoke of ita 
&mv inuiatesy Mrs. and Miss Thrale, Dr. Johnson, and 
F. B. in terms of praise bordering upon entbusiaem ; 
protesting he believed the world contained not ibur 
other such folks, and that it was a society whieh made 
ail other insupportable. Yet, he would not be pre- 
vailed upon to corné agaîn, though he knew not, be 
said, how he should forbear, before the week was out, 
hanging or drowning himself ! 

In ten days' time, however, he is obliged to be again 
in town, in order to meet Mrs. Thrale at the brew-* 
bouse, and then he expects his two sisters, of whom he 
is exeessively fond, to corne from Lincolnsbire on a visit 
to bim of some months. His inind then will, I hope,. 
be easier, and more of that happiness whieh his cha^ 
racter deserves, and his situation in li£e offers, will be 
enjoyed by bim. 

# # . # # # 

Stbeatham, July 16th.— 'I will give you now, my 
dear girls, some little aceount how the world goe& 
with me ; but, in retum, if you do not both communi- 
CBàe something, I shall take it for the " hint of an in- 
suit," and not, like poor Merlin, proceed just the 
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same as if no such disagreeable compliment" had 
been paid me. 

You will believe I was not a littlc swprised to see 
Saechini. He is going to the Continent with Piozzi, 
and Mrs. Thrale invited them hoûi to spend the last 
day at Streatham, and from hence proceed to Margate. 

Saechini is the mere ghost of what he was, in afanost 
everj respect ; so altered a man in so few years I i^ver 
saw. I should not even haye kâown him had his 
name not been spoken ; and the same ill health wbich 
has so mnch impaired his person, and robbed him of 
more beauty than any other man ever possessed, seems 
also to bave impaired his mental &culties. He is no 
longer pleasant now, even wben he tries to be gay ; 
and tiafat good^breeding we so mnch admired in him 
is degenerated into too mnch obseqnioBsness. The 
change in his circumstances, and his continuai distress 
for money, no doubt hare much eontribated to this 
gênerai décadence. 

Ho is obliged fo steal away privately, lest his cre- 
ditors dioald stop him. He means to try his fortune 
at Paris, where he expeets to retrieve ii, uid then ta 
return to London, and begin tbe world anew. 

That a man of such extraordinary merit, after sa 
many years giving to this country such works as must 
immortalise him, should at last be forced i» steal away 
from it; made me, I must own, feel more compassion 
for him than a man whose own misconduct has been 
the sole occasion of his distresses has any fair claim 
to. But to see talents which to all the world can 
give such delight, so useless to the owner, is traly 
melancholy. 

I pressed him yery much to sing, and, though some- 
what reluctantly, he complied, He seemed both gra- 
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tified and ' surprised by my civility and attention to 
him, which Le must long have observed were with- 
drawn, and whicli nothing but my présent pity for 
him would have revived. He inqaired after ail the 
family, and Miss Susanne" twice, and reminded me 
of many things which had passed upon the commence- 
ment of^our acquaintance with him — his one pea^ his 
Oerman story, and his Watchman and the Olives; 
and we had much talk about sweet Millico. 

The first song he sang, beginning En quel amabil 
volto," you may perhaps know, but I did not : it is a 
charming mezza bravura. He and Piozzi then sung 
together. the duet of the " Âmore Soldato and no- 
thing could be much more delightful; Piozzi taking 
pains: to sing his very best, and Sacchini, with his soft 
but delicious whisper, almost thrilling me by his ex- 
quisite and pathetic expression. They then went 
through that opéra, great part of " Creso," some of 
" Erifile," and much of " Rinaldo." 

Sacchinî also sung " Poveri affetti miei," and most 
divinely indeed. I begged him tO sing •* Dov' è s'af- 
fretti per me la morta he could hardly recoUect it, 
and what he recoUected be could hardly sing; it 
required more exertion than he can now use without 
pain and fatigue. I have not, however, had so mueh 
pleasure from music since Pacchierotti left England, 
and I am sure I shall have none like it till he again 
xeturns. 

* * ♦ ' # « 

Streatham, âugust. — I fear you will think me a 
long time, my dearest Susy, without giving any sign 
of life;'but your letter of yesterday, for which I much 
thank you, bas given me sufficient compunction for 
my silence to cause my seizing my pen, and go back to 
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MoNDAY, JuLY 30th.— Mfs. Thrale ran out to meet 
me upon my return, in the court-yard ; and then we 
explicated about the letters, and the coach, and so 
forth^ and^ as I came^ ail went well. Then, leading 
the way into the library, she calied out, — 

" Mr. Crutchley, I have got my Tyo again !" 

I was somewhat surprised to find hini here^ as I 
had only expected him to meet the great party the 
next day ; but it seems he escorted his guests, Mrs. 
and Miss Thrale, and Dr. Johnson^ from Sunning- 
hill Park on Saturday, and was not yet returned 
thither,. 

His park and house, Mrs. Thrale says, are extremely 
fine ; his sister is a sensible and unafiected woman ; he 
entertained them quite magnificently ; and his character 
among hia own people, and in his own neighbourhood^ 
is so high, that she has left his place witli double the 
esteem, if possible, that she entered it. He is indeed, 
I believe sincerely, one of the worthiest and most 
amiable créatures in the world, however fuU of spleen, 
oddities, and minor foibles. 

# # * ^ # 

In the afteiiioon we had walking and music ; and 
in the evening my father and Mrs. Tlirale soated 
themselves out of doors, just before the Blue-room 
Windows, for coolth and chat ; and then Mr. Crutchley 
came up to me, and* we had a very long conversation 
together. 

I have not time to scribble it ail ; but it began by 
talking of the late party at his house at Sunning-hill ; 
and I told him — for I believed nothing could give him 
greater pleasure — how well satisfied Mrs. aâd Miss 
Thrale had returned from it. And then he said how 
high an honour he had thought it, both from them and 
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from Dr. JohnBon, and added, that he had never been 
happier iu his life than during thèse two days. 

Bat as he has never forgotten, and never, I believe, 
will forget, the conversation I had with him so long 
ago about his pride, and to whieh he has alladed 
twenty times a*day every tîme I have since been in his 
Company, so now, tbough how I do not remember; he 
presently, and quite naturally, according to custom, 
recurred to k. 

" Well," cried I, « I can really hardly tell myself 
-what œade «le say ail that staff to yoa ; but this 
I must own^ had I then doabted its justice^ I ^hoald 
not now, it dwells so with yoa !" 

" Oh, but/' cried he, " it does not dwell with me 
from oonseiousness, but only because I am afiraid it 
^lust be troe, as you say it ; for I take it for granted 
you know, and must be right." 

No, no,'* cried I, 'tis merely from feeling it. If 
I had said you were very mean, illiberal, ilUnatured, 
yott would never have thought of it again." 

"Oh, yes, I should — I should have thoaght you 
knew what you said," 

No, I beg your pardon ; you would have known it 
was a mere jest, and have thought of it no more than 
if I had said you were but three feet high, and kept a 
cobbler's stall." 

" But you could not have said that," auswered he, 
laughing, " or if you could, you would not." 

"The other, however," said I, "cornes home, and 
therefore yoù think so much of it." 

" I hope," said he, very seriously, "you have mis- 
taken jue." 

" Nay," cried I, a little shocked at the unexpected 
impression my casual and unpremeditated lecture bas 
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Hiade, you must remenober I told you at the eaoae 
time, that, thou^h what I said I thaugàt, I did not say 
aU I thought." 

Bot ail/' cried he, 'Uhat remains b^ind, I take 
it for granted ie so oiaeh worse." 

This wae a net^hut I saw it ; so it was spread in 
yaifi. 

My liking to live so maoh alone," continued he, 

ivhich is, perbaps, wbat Keems proud, proceeds 
merely from the great dlfficulty there is to meet with 
any society that is good." 

" But that difficulty,*' quoth I, " is a part of the 
pride ; were you less fastidious, you would find society 
as other people find it." 

" Nay, now," said he, " but even aboat horaes I »m 
BOt proud," [you must know he is very curious about 
his boi'ses] " for I care not what looMng horse I bave ; 
I nevet* think of his appearanoe, nor mind if half the 
p^ple I meet -think how ill I am mounted." 

" Yes," returned I, " provided those who are judges 
knew him to be good." 

Why, yes ; I should not choose to ride a horse 
that people who knew any thing of the matter would 
call a bad one." 

"Ah!" cried I, reproachfuUy, "and this is not 
pride!" 

This, again, was coming home, and he had little to 
answer, but said, in a laughing way^ 

" Now ru tell you when I can be happy enough :. 
when I bave nobody at ail at my plaoe but workmen ; 
and then I niggle after them up and down, and say to 
myaelf— Well, I think I am somewhat better than 
theser 

" How ridiculous !" cried I ; " but such speeches as 
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thèse, instead of proving your humility, are so absurd 
and overstrained, they pass literally for nothing." 
# * # # # 

Miss Thrale went away to have her hair dressed, 
and I stayed in the library reading. Mr. Crutchley^ 
in about half an hour, retumed there again» saying/ — 
So, I have prevailed upon Miss Thrale at last to 
go and spend her time better?" 

" She 's gone," said I, " to have her" haïr dressed, if 
that is better." 

" I suppose it is what she likes/' answered he. " Is 
that a long business with you ladies?" 

" O yes, terribly long! I only wish ail our hair wa» 
combed as straight as yours was some time ago, fright- 
fui as I thought it." 

We afterwards talked of my father, whom he knows 
but very slightly; he said of him, however, things 
more pleasing for me to.hear than any other upon any 
subject in the world would have been ; for he told me 
he never saw any man he thought more likely to live 
long than Dr. Burney. 

" He is strong-built," said he, " stout^ and well-knit. 
I looked at him particularly, and never saw an appear- 
ance of more true muscular strength, unencumbered 
with flesh; for flesh and bulk have nothing to do 
with strength. I dare say he will be a very long 
liver." 

" And what may contribute to that," said I, " will. 
be the equanimity of his temper ; for, with ail his 
gaiety and sprightliness, he bas more patience, and 
even cheerfulness, than any body in the world. And 
he is one of those who makes no distresses for himself,. 
and those he meets with, whether he will or not, he 
drives away as soon as he possibly can." 



Digitized by 



1781] 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



81 



I am Dot sure I did not mean this rather pointediy ; 
and so, I believe, he took it, for he exclaimed, — 

" How unlike me ! / make every thing a woe !" 

''That is nothing," cried I, " but the want of real 
evils. Imaginarj woes always foUow people who bave 
no other." 

"Imaginary woes! Good Heavenl" be repeated, 
half betweén bis teetb. 

A servant at the same time coming in to announce 
bis pbaeton, be tben boped I sbould keep well till he- 
bad tbe.pleasure of seeing me again, and went away. 

I bave some notion be is balf inclined to tell me ail 
bis affairs; for, wbenever we are alone togetber, he 
almost constantly leads to some subject tbat draws eut 
melancboly bints of bis unbappiness, tbougb in Com- 
pany be always prétends to laugb at ail feeling, and 
despise ail misfortune. Could I do bim any possible 
service, I sbould be sincerely glad ; but as tbat is very 
improbable, I tbink sucb a confidence better avoided 
tban sougbt. 

At dinner we bad a large party of old friends of Mrs» 
Tbrale. Lady Frances Burgoyne, a migbty erect old 
lady of tbe last âge, lofty, ceremonious, stiff, and con- 
descending. 

Montagne Burgoyne, ber son^ and as like any otber 
son as ever you saw. 

Mrs. Burgoyne, bis wife, a sweet, pretty, innocent, 
simple young girl, just married to bim. 

Miss Burgoyne^ bis eldest sister, a good, sensible, 
prating old maid. 

Miss Kitty Burgoyne, a younger sister, equally prat* 
ing, and not equally sensible. 

Mr. Ned Hervey, brotber to tbe bride. 

To tbese were added Mr. Pepys and Sopby Streat- 

VOL. n. G 
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ûéld ; the former as entertaining, the latter as beaatiful, 
as ever. We had a very good day, but not of a writing 
sort. 

Dr. Johnson, whom I had not seen since hi^Sunning- 
liill expédition, as he only retumed from town to-day, 
gave me almost ail his attention, which made me of no 
little conséquence to the Burgoynes, whq ail stared 
amain when tbey saw liim make up to me the moment 
I entered the room, and talk to me till summoned to 
dinner. 

Mr. Pepys had desired this meeting, by way of a 
•sort of reconciliation after the Lyttelton quarrel ; and 
Dr. Johnson now made amends for his former vio- 
lence, as he advanced to him as soon as he came in» 
and holding out his hand to him, received him with a 
cordîality he had never shewn him before. Indeed, 
he told me himself, that he thought the better of 
Mr. Pepys for ail that had passed." He is as great 
a souled man as a bodied one, and, were he less furious 
in his passions, he would be demi-divine. 

Mr. Pepys also behaved extremely well, poiitely 
casting aside ail reserve or coldness that might be 
attributed to a lurking ill-will.for what had passed. 

# # * # # . 

Streatham.— My poor journal is now so in arrears, 
that I forget whoUy the date of what I sent you last. 
I have, however, minutes by me of things, though 
not of times, and, therefore, the chronology not being 
Tery important, take them, my dear girls, promiscu- 
ousiy. I am still, I know, in Auguste et voilà tout, 

We bave now a new character added to our set, and 
one of no small diversion, — Mr. Musgrave, an Irish 
gentleman of fortune^ and member of the Irish Parlia- 
inent. He is tall, thin, and agreeable in his faèe and 
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figare ; îs reckoned a good scholar, has travelled, and 
teen rery well educated. His manners are impetuous 
and abrupt; his language is high-flown and hyperbo- 
lieal; his sentiments are romantic and tender; his 
Leart is M^arm and gênerons ; his head hot and wrong ! 
And the whole of his conversation is a mixture the 
most uncommon, of knowledge and triteness, simplicity 
and fury, literature and foUy ! 

Keepthis character in yourmind, and, contradictory 
ttô it seems, I will give you, froni time to time, such 
spécimens as shall remind you of each of thèse six 
epithets. 

He was întroduced into this house by Mr. Seward, 
ivith whom, and Mr. Graves of Worcester, he travelled 
into Italy: and some years ago he was extremely 
intimait here. But, before my acquaintance was made 
at Streatham, he had returned to Ireland; where, 
about a year since, he married Miss Cavendish. They 
are now, by mutual consent, parted. She is gone to a 
sister in France, and he is corne to spend some time 
în England by way of diverting his chagrin. 

Mrs. Thrale who, though open-eyéd enough to his 
absurdities, thinks well of the goodness of his heart, 
has a real regard for him ; and he quite adores her, 
atfd quite worships Dr. Johnson — frequently declaring 
(for what he once says, he says continually), that he 
would spill his blood for him, — or clean his shoes, — or 
go to the East Indies to do him any good! *' I ani 
never," says he, " afraid of him; none but a fool or a 
Togue has any need to be afraîd of him. What a fine 
old lion (looking up at his picture) he is ! Oh ! I lové 
him, — I honour him, — I révérence him! I would 
black his shoes for him. I wish I could give him ray 
night's sleep!" 
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Thèse are exclamations which he is making con- 
tinually. Mrs. Thrale has extremely well said that 
is a caricature of Mr. Boswell, who is a caricature, I 
must add, of ail other of Dr. Johuson's admirers. 

The next great favourite he lias in the world to our 
Doctor, and the person whom he talks next most of, 
is Mr. Jessop, who was his school-master, aud whose 
praise he is never tired of singing in terms the most 
Tehement, — quoting his authority for every other thing 
lie says, and lamenting our misfortune in not knowing 
him, 

His third favourite topic, at présent, is " The Life 
of Louis XV." in 4 vols. 8vo., lately translated from 
ihe French ; and of this he is so extravagantly fond, 
that he talks of it as a man might talk of hii^ 
mistress, provided he had so little wit as to talk of her 
^t ail. 

Painting, music, ail the fine arts in their turn, he 
also speaks of in raptures. He is himself very accom- 
plished, plays the violin extremely well, is a very good 
linguist, and a very décent painter. But no subject 
in his hands fails to be ridiculous, as he is sure, by the 
abruptness of its introduction, the strange turn of hi& 
expressions, or the Hibernian twang of his pronuncia- 
tion, to make every thing he says, however usual or 
common, seem peculiar and absurd. 

When he first came here, upon the présent renewaj 
of his acquaintance at Streatham, Mrs. Thrale sent a 
summons to her daughter and me to corne down-stairs. 
We went together ; I had long been çurious to see him^ 
and was glad of the opportunity. The moment Mrs. 
Xhrale introduced me to him, he began a waj*m éloge 
pf my father, speaking so fast, so much, and so Irish^ 
that I could hardly understand him. 
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That over, he began upon this book, entreating Mrs. 
Thrale and ail of us to read it, assuring us notbing 
éould give us equal pleasure, minutely relating ail its 
principal incidents with véhément expressions of praîse 
or abhorrence, according to the good or bad he ûien- 
tioned ; and telling us that he had devoted three days 
and nights to making an index to it himself ! 

' Then hé touched upon his dear school-master, Mf • 
Jéssop, and then opened upon Dr. Johnson, whom he 
caHs " the old lion," and who lasted till we left him to 
dress. 

' When we met again at dinner, and were joined by 
Dr. Johnson, the incense he paid him, by his solemn 
m'anner of lîstening, by the earnest révérence with 
which he eyed him, and by a theatric start of admira- 
tion every time he spoke, joined to the Doctor's utter 
ifisensibility to ail thèse tokens, made me find infinité 
difficulty in keeping my countenance during the whole 
meal. His talk, too, is incessant ; no female, however 
&med, can possibly excel him for volubility. 

He told us a thousand strange staring stories, of 
noble deeds of valour and tender proofs of constancy, 
înterspersed with extraordinary, and indeed incredible 
accidents, and with jests, and jokes, and bon-mots, 
that I am sure must be in Joe Miller. And in the 
lùidst of ail this jargon he abruptiy called out, " Pray, 
Mrs. Thrale, what is the Doctor's opinion of the 
American war?'* 

Opinion of the American war at this time of day f 
We ail laughed cruelly ; yet he repeated his question 
to the Doctor, who, however, made no other ariswer 
but by laughing too. But he is ne ver affronted with 
Dr. Johnson, let him do what he will ; and he seldom 
ventures to speak to him till he has asked some other 
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person présent for advice how he will take such or such 
a question, 

At night he left us, and Mr. Crutchley arrived, 
who came to spend two or three days, as usual. Sir 
Philip Clerke also was here ; but I have no time now 
to Write any aceount of what passed, exeept that I must 
and ought to mention that Mr. Crutchley, in the pré- 
sence of Sir Philip, is always more respectful to me 
âian at any other time; indeed, only then, for he 
troubles not himself with too much ceremony. But I 
believe he does this from a real delicacy of mind, by 
way of marking still more strongly it was the raillery, 
not the object of it, he was so strangely piqued about. 

But I told you I tbought I had secured his never 
more mentioning my charge of his pride. There I was 
mistaken, as, for his life, he cannot forbear. The day 
he ended his visit. Sir Philip also ended his, having 
only come from Hampshire for a few days ; and, as I 
wanted much to go down and see my sister, Mrs. 
Thrale ordered her coach, and took us ail thither 
herself. 

In our way Mr. Crutchley, who was in uncommon 
spirits, took it in his head to sîng the praises of wine, 
(thougb no man drinks less) and afterwards of smok- 
ing; Mi*s. Thrale ail the time combating ail he said. 
Sir Philip only laughing, and I, I suppose, mahing 
faces, At last he called ont, — 

Look at Miss Burney, how she sits wondering at 
my impudence !" 

He expected, I fancy, I should contradict this ; but 
not a Word did I say: so then, with a little depit^ he 
added, — 

*M suppose, now, I shall have impudence added ta 
the — the vanity you gave my character before." 
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This mistake I am pretty sure was a unlful one, 
by way of passing for only slighlly remembering the 
accugation. 

" Vanity !" cried I ; " when did I charge you witb 
vwiity?" 

" Well, what was it then ? —pride ! " 

I said nothing ; neitber choosing to confirm what he 
has taken so serionsly to beart, nor tq contradict what 
I tfalnk as strongly as ever. . 

" Pride and impudence!" continued he, with a look 
at once saocy and mortified — a pretty composition, 
npon niy life!" 

" Nay, nay/' said I, " this is an addition of your 
own. I am sure I never called, or thought, you 
impudent." 

It would be strange if I had ; for, on the contrary, 
he is an actual maie prude ! 

" No, no ; she gave you nothing but the pride," 
said Mrs. Thrale, she left ail the vanity for me! 
Saucy that she is ! So you bave, at least, the bigher 
fault ; for vanity is much the meaner of the two. Lord 
Bacon says, * A beggar of bread is a better man than a 
beggar of a bow ; for the bread is of more worth.' Sa 
see if you are not best off." 

** Me best off! " cried he — " no, indeed ; Miss Bumey 
thinks better of vanity than pride, by her giving one 
to you and t' other to me." 

To this, again, I would not speak ; for I could not 
well without a new argument, and the old one is sa 
long remembered that I am determined to have na 
more. 

" If Miss Bumey," said he presently, " thought as 
well of me as of you, I believe I should have reason ta 
be very well contented. Should not I ?" 
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** As well of you as of me!" cried Mrs. Thrale; 
why, if ever I beard such a speech! No, indeed, I 
hope not ! I bave aiways beard her called a very wise 

# # * # * 

Mrs. Tbrale set me down at borne, and I ran to dear 
Ëtty's, and saw and kissed her and her dear h^hj, 
and promised to return to town soon to spend a week 
with her. Mrs. T. called for me again at three o'clock, 
and I returned to Streatham, and I spent two days 
with only ourselves ; — c'est à dire^ Mrs. and Miss T. and 
Dr. Johnson, who is so eamest to bave me here always, 
that I assure you we know not how to break to bim my 
întended week's absence! You may laugh if you 
please, but I can tell you my importance with him 
seems continually increasing. And, seriously, I am 
sure my gratitude for bis kindness goes on crescendo, in 
the same manner. 

« # # * * 

Well — it was, I tbink, Satfrday, Attgust 26th, 
that Mrs. Tbrale brought me back. But first, we went 
together to see Sir JosHua*s piçtures, which is always 
a feast to me, and afterwards to see Pine's, wbere is 
one of Mrs. Thrale herself ; not like, I tbink, but a 
mighty élégant portrait. We then took up Mr. 
Crutcbley, who bad come to bis town -bouse upon 
business, and who accompanied us tbither for a visit of 
tliree days. 

In the evening Mr. Seward also came. He has 
been making the western tour, and gave us, with a 
seriousness that kept me continually grinning, some 
âccount of a doctor, apothecary, or chemist, belonging 
to every town at which he bad stopped. And when 
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we ail laughed at his thus foUowing up the faculty^ he 
undauntedly said, — 

" I think it the best way to get information ; I 
know no better method to learn what is going forward 
any where than to send for the chîef physician of the 
place ; so I commonly consult him the first day I stop 
at a place, and when I have foe'd him, and made 
acquaintance, he puts me in a way to find ont what is 
worth looking at." 

A mogt curions mode of picking np a cicérone ! 

After this, still pursning his favourite topic, he began 
to inquire into the particulars of Mr. Crutchley's late 
illness ; but that gentleman, who is as much in thé 
opposite extrême, of disdaining even any décent care of 
himself, as Mr. Seward is in the other, of devoting 
almost ail his thoughts to his healtb, eut the matter 
very short, and would not talk upon it at ail. 

'* But, if I had known sooner," said Mr. Seward, 
" that you were ill, I should have corne to see you." 

" Should you?'* cried Mr. Crutchley, with a loud 
laugh; "very kind, indeed! — it would have been 
charming to see you when I am ill, when I am afraid 
of undertaking you even when well!*' 

Some time after Sophy Streatfield was talked of, — 
Oh, with how much impertinence ! as if she was at the 
service of any man who would make proposais to her ! 
Yet Mr. Seward spoke of her with praise and tender- 
ness ail the time, as if; though firmly of this opinion, he 
was warmly her admirer. From such admirers and 
«uch admiration Heaven guard me! Mr. Crutchley 
said but little ; but that little was bitter enough. 

" However," said Mr. Seward, " after ail that can 
be said, there is nobody whose manners are more 
^ngaging, nobody more amiable than the little Sophy ; 
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fmd she is certainly veiy pretty ; I must own I hare 
always been afraid to trust myself with her." 

Hère Mr. Crutchley looked very sneeringly. 

" Nay, 'squire/' cried Mr. Seward, " she is very 
dangeroaSy I can tell you ; and if she had you at a fair 
trial, she would make an impression that would soften 
even your hard heart." 

V No need of any further trial," answered he, laugh- 
ing, for she has done that already ; and so soft ivas 
the impression that it is absolutely ail dissolved! — 
melted quite away, and not a trace of it left ! " 

Mr. Seward then proposed that she should marry 
Sir John Miller, who hasjast lost his wife; and very 
gravely said, he had a great mind to set ont for Tun- 
bridge, and carry her with him to Bath, and so make 
the match without delay ! 

" But surely/* said Mrs. Thrale, if you faij, you 
will think yourself bound in honour to marry her 
yourself?" 

"Why, that 's the thing," said he; "no, I can't 
take the little Sophy myself ; 1 should have too many 
rivais ; no, that won't do." 

How abominably conceited and sure thèse pretty 
gentlemen are ! However, Mr. Crutchley here made a 
speech that half won my heart. 

1 wish," said he, " Miss Streatfield was here at 
this moment to cuff you, Seward !" 

Cuff me ! " cried he. " What, the little Sophy ! — 
and why?" 

" For disposing of her so freely. I think a man 
deserves to be cuffed for saying any lady will marry 
him.'* 

I seconded this speech with much approbation. 
Mr. Crutchley then told us of a painter, with whom 
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he is well acquainted, and to whom he has been very 
kind, that professes the art of discovering moral cha- 
racters froni tvritten ones ; and he told us that if we 
would Write something, he would carry the paper to 
the man» and bring us word what he had said of us 
without letting him know who we were. 

Mrs» Thrale immediately started up and wrote in a 
Tery fine hand, — 

" The character of the writer of this is eamestly 
desired," 

Mr. Seward was called upon next^ and proposed 
adding, — 

The greatest secrecy must be depended upoli." 

But I objected to this mode, because such sentences^ 
might help the conjuror to our charaeters without 
much assistance ; whereas, he ought to decipher them 
merely from the hand-writing. 

Mr» Crutchley then proposed that we should take 
8ome book, and each of us write two lines, and then 
the man could haye nothing to judge by but our 
seyeral scrawls. 

" Wisely said," cried Mrs, Thrale ; " for judgment 
Mr. Crutchley ezcels us ail." 

We took, therefore, Mr. Crabbe's " Library," and 
Mrs. Thrale, Mr. Seward, Miss Thrale, and myself^ 
copied two Unes each. Mr. Crutchley put the paper 
in his pocket, and promised to bring us an account of 
ourselves on Monday. I charged him repeatedly to be 
very honourable, and not make charaeters of us himself, 
and then prétend to pass them off for this painter's. 
When I give you the charaeters, you must judge your- 
self whether he was faithful, or only, as I told him I 
expected he would, took the opportunity to give us ail 
a smoking. 
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SuiTDAY. — To thèse two gentlemen was added a 
third, — Mr. Musgrave. I did not see him till we all 
met in the dinner-parlour ; and then lie immediately 
^ddredsed me with so vociférons a rapidity that I conld 
not catch abore one word in ten of what he said ; but 
I found his purport was to tell me he had been at 
Worcester, where he had seen my uncle, and seen 
divers of Edward's performances, and he very warmly 
declared he woald make a very great and capital 
painter ; and, in the midst of this oration^ Mr. Seward 
very dryly called ont,— 

Pray, Musgrave, whom are y ou talking of ?" 

" Her cousin," cried he, with the same eagemess, 
*^ Mise Bumey's cousin. I assure you he will be so 
great a painter that " 

" Why, when and where," interrupted Mr. Seward, 

are thèse Burneys to stop ?" 

" Nowhcre," said Mrs. Thrale, till they are tired ; 
for they go on just as long as they please, and do what 
they please, and are what they please." 

" Hère, ma*am, is a mark of their power and genius," 
said Mr. Musgrave, pointing to me ; " and I assure 
you this young man is another. And when I told old 
Mr. Burney I thought so, I assure you I thought he 
would have wrung my arm eut of joint." 

"OZrf Mr. Burney!" said Mrs. Thrale; pmy, 
do you call our young Doctor's brother old Mr. 
Burney?" 

" Oh, ma^am, I assure you I have the greatest re- 
spect for him in the world ; he is a worthy old gentle- 
man, I assure you. He and I shook hands together for 
a quarter of an hour. He was vastly pleased. I told 
him his son would be a great painter. And, indeed, 
so he will. He '11 be quite at the head." 
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" Ay, how should he be Miss Burney's cousin else?" 
said Mrs. Thrale. 

" Miss Burney will be so elated," said Mr. Seward, 
" if you go on thus with ail her family, that she will 
not condescend to take notice of us." ^ 
Oh, yes, she will," said the literal Mr. Musgrave; 
" wbere there is true œerit there is always modesty« 
Miss Burney may hear praise without danger/* 

I called for water, munched bread, and did what I 
could to pass the time; but though Mr. Musgrave 
nxade me laugh, I found it pretty warm work to sit 
ail this. 

In the evening, Mr. Seward, who plays off Mr. Mus* 
grave most unmercifully, called out to hiin, — 

Musgrave, how goes on your play ?" 

My play, sir!" cried he, a little alanned; "sir^ 
I assure you I have not thought about it." 

No! — why, I suppose you would have finished it 
in your last fit of sickness. Do, Musgrave, pray go 
on with it when you are tied by the heel next. We 'Il 
get Miss Burney to write a prologue for it." 

Miss Burney will do me a great deal of honour," 
said he, not suspecting he was laughed at, if she 
will be so good as to look at it." 

And pray," cried Mr. Seward, " what do you 
call it?" 

" Oh, I shall beg the favour of Miss Burney to 
name it." 

He then told us the plan and story of this comedy, 
which was so trite, and yet so flaming, that I cannot 
imagine how any man can have read so much to so 
little advantage as to suppose it could be listened to. 

Mr. Seward, however, protests he lias altered it 
from what he originally intended ; and no great ji^s- 
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chief, I tbink, could any altération do to such a plan 
as Mr. Seward says he had first formed, which was to 
make a bishop be discovered by bis own cbaplain in 
a bouse of ill-fame ! a dénaûement be bad devised for 
tbe purpose of making tbe bisbop corne doum witb bis 
money and consent for tbe manriage of bis daugbter, 
tbe beroine of tbe piece^ witb tbe nian of ber cboice ! 

MoKDAT. — We were to baVe Mr. Cator and otber 
Company to dinner; and ail breakfast Mr. Seward 
kept plaguing poor Mr. Musgrave, wbo is an incessant 
talker, about tbe diffieulty be would bave in making 
bis part good witb Mr. Cator, wbo, he assured bira, 
would out-talk bim if be did not take care. And Mr. 
Crutcbley recommended to bim to " wait for a snéeze," 
in order to put in ; so tbat be was almost rallied into 
a passion, thougb, being very good-natured, he made 
ligbt of it, and it blew over. 

Our Company was Mr. and Mrs. Cator, Mrs. Byron 
and ber daugbter Augusta^ Mr. Jenkinson, Mr. Lewis, 
a friend wbo is on a visit at bis bouse, and tbe tbree 
gentlemen already bere. 

Mr. Crutcbley rode to town in tbe moming, and 
told us at dinner tbat be bad been to tbe painter s for 
our ebaracters, but refused to let us know wbat tbey 
were ; only telling us in gênerai tbat Miss Tbrale bad 
fared tbe worst. 

" I bave written it ail down," cried he ; " and oh ! 
wbat a noble trimming is there for Queeny!" 

"And pray," cried sbe, "how bas Miss Burney 
fared?" 

"Oh! pretty well." 
And Seward?" 

" Why pretty well, too." 
And my mother?" 
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Why ill — very ill; — but not so ill as you." 
" Upon my word ! And what, pray, bas be said 
of meî" 

bave ail tbe particulars upon a paper in my 
pocket." 

I plag^ed bim, bowever, witbout ceasing till be told 
me ail tbe items ; wbicb were — 

Of Mrs. Thrale : Tbat she was very unsteady in her 
affections, a great lover of pleasure, and bad no dis- 
like to living in tbe country. 

*#**## 

Of Mr. Seward : Tbat be was a man quite witbout 
genius, and tbat ail tbe accomplisbments be possessed 
resulted from jabour and application. 

0/ me: Tbat I was very steady, very apt to be 
suUen, grave myself, but fond of tbose wbo were gay. 

I tbink I did corne pretty well off, considering tbe 
villanous tbings said of tbe rest ; but I battled witb 
him warmîy tbe cbaracter of Mr. Seward, wbicb bis 
calling "pretty well" was very unjust, as be bas really 
more original wit and bumour than one man in five 
hundred. 

In tbe middle of dinner I was seized witb a violent 
laugbing fit, by seeing Mr. Musgrave, wbo bad sat 
quite silent, turn very solemnly to Mr. Seward and 
say, in a reproacbful tone, — 

Seward, you said I sbould be figbting to talk ail 
tbe talk, and bere I bave not spoke once." 

"Well, sir," cried Mr. Seward, nodding at bim, 
" why don't you put in ?" 

"Wby, I lost an opportunity just now, wben Mr. 
Cator talked of climates ; I bad sometbing I could bave 
said about tbem very well." 

After tbis, bowever, be made bimself amends ; for 
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when we left the men to their wine, he began such a 
violent dispute with Mr. Cator, that Mr. Jenkinson 
and Mr. Crutchley left the field of battle, and weii4; 
out to join the ladies in their walk round the grounds ; 
and that breaking up the party, the rest soon fol- 
lowed. 

By the way, I happened not to walk myself, which 
was xnost ludicrously noticed by Mr. Musgrave ; who, 
while we were at tea, suddenly crossed the circle to 
corne up to me, and say, — 

" You did not walk. Miss Bumey?" 

'*No, sir." 

" Very much in the right-*- very much in the right, 
indeed! You were studying ? Oh, very right ! never 
lose a moment! Such an understanding as yours it 
would be a shame to neglect ; it ought to be cultivated 
every moment." 

And then he hurried back to his seat. 

In the evening, when ail the company was gone but 
our three gentlemen, Seward, Crutchley, and Mus- 
grave, we took a walk round the grounds by moon- 
light; and Mr. Musgrave started with rapture at the 
appearance of the moon, now fuU, now cloudy, now 
clear, now obscured, every three yards we moved. 
* * # # * * 

We have had some extra diversion from two queer 
letters. The first of thèse was to Dr. Johnson, dated from 
the Orkneys, and costing him \s. 6d. The contents were, 
to beg the Doctor's advice and counsel upon a very 
embarrassing matter ; the writer, who signs his name 
and place of abode, says he is a clergyman, and labours 
under a most peculiar misfortu&e, for which he can give 
no account ; and which is, — that though he very often 
writes letters to his friends and others, he never gets 
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any answers ; he entreats, therefore, that Dr. Johnson 
will take this into considération, and explain to him- 
to what 60 strange a thing may be attributed. 
He then gives bis direction. 

The other of thèse curions letters is to myself ; it 
is written upon fine French-glazed and gilt paper. 

" Mi$8 F. Burney^ 

''AtLady ThraWs, 

" Streatham^ Surrey, 

*'Madam, — I lately bave read the three élégant 
Tolumes of * Evelina,' wbîch were penned by you ; and 
am desired by my friends, which are very numerouSp 
to entreat the favour of you to oblige the public with 
a fourtb. 

" Now, if this désire of mine should meet with your 
approbation, and you will honour the public with 
another volume (for it will uot be ill-bestowed time)^ 
it will greatly add to the happiness of, 

" Honoured madam, a sincère admirer 

"Ofyou and 'Evelina."' 

«SnowHill. 

Now don't our two epistles vie well with each other 
for singular absurdity? Which of them shews least 
meanîng, who can tell? This is the third queer 
anonymous letter I bave been favoured with. The date 
is more curions than the contents ; one would think 
the people on Snow Hill might think three volumes 
enough for what they are the better, and not désire a 
fourtb to celebrate more Smiths and Branghtons. 

MoNDAY, Sept. 3d. — Our solitude was interrupted 
by a visit from Mr. Crutchley, which afforded me, as' 
usual, subject-matter of debate upon bis never-ending, 
oddities. Take the foUowîng patterns : — 

VOL. II. H 
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My dear Mr8% Thrale had been ill of a rash for some 
dày», thotïgh not confined, and Sir Richard Jebb came 
this evening to see her. He sfcayed and drank tea 
with us, and was, as to me he always is, verji agrée- 
able. After having written for Mrs. Thrale and given 
her his gênerai directionSj he charged her very ear- 
nestly not to suffer her spirits to be agitated, and to 
be very careful to keep quiet. 

When he was gone, she repeated this in laughing, 
and said, I suppose he meant I should not put my- 
self in a Welsh passion, and fiame and spit." 

Nay, nay,** cried Mr. Crutchley, that you do ail 
dày long." 

" What!" cried she, going out of the room, and not 
well hearing him, while I turned round to laugh at his 
assurance. 

"Why Miss Burney," answered hcj **^sayff you 
-always spit." 

" I !" cried I, amazed. '^When did I say so?" 
Why, just this moment." 

"Mercy !" cried Miss Thrale, " that is too bad!" 

" Nay, she said it, Fil swear ! " said he, very cooUy. 

I only turned up my eyes at him, and Miss Thrale 
followed her mother out of the room. 

** Well, now," said he, very gravely, " did you say 
it, or did you not?" 

Why not y to be sure!" returned I, staring at his 
effrontery. 

"You did not say it?" 

" No ; you know I did not." 

*Nay, I don't know for the words^ but you looked it, 
I am sure, and that 's the same. I always hold it ex- 
aetly the same. I see, indeed, no différence between 
-saying and looking." 
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" Ye9> but I dîd not look it ; my look was only at 
you, and mairelling at your saying it." 

Nay, but you know very well that she does spit.'* 
No, mdeed, I don't ; or if I do, I know also, 
and very e^ainly, that it is only when she is pro- 
voked." 

" Tes, yes ; nobody, I suppose, dœs it Mwprovoked ; 
but what will provoke one will not provoke another ; 
that is ail die real différence;'* 

I had no ûme to answer this, as the dear spitter 
returned ; but I was ail amazement at his persisting 
in such an attack, and insisting that 1 was of the same 
mind. 

At dinner, Dr. Johnson returned, and Mr. Musgrave 
came with him. I did not see them till dinner wa» 
upon the table ; and then Dr. Johnson, more in eamest 
than in jest, reproached me with not coming to meet 
him, and afterwards with not speaking to him, which, 
by the way, across a large table, and before eompany, 
I could not do, were I to be reproached ever so so-^ 
lemnly. It is requisite to speak so loud in order to 
be heard by him, and every body Eartens so attentiveiy 
for his reply, that not ail his kindness will ever, 1 
beReve, embolden me 'to dîscourse with him willingly 
except tête-à-téte, or only with his family or my own* 

Mr. Crutchley, who has more odd spite in him than 
ail the rest of the world put together, enjoyed this call 
upon me, at which Mr. Musgrave no less wondered î 
He seemed to think it an honour that raised me to 
the highest pinnacle of glory, and started, and lifted 
np his handis in profouiid admiration. 

This, you may imagine, was no great inducement ta 
me to talk more ; and when in the eveningwe ail met 
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again in the library, Dr. Johnson still continuing his 
accusation, and vowing I cared nothing for him, to get 
rid of the matter, and the grinning of Mr. Crutchley, 
and the theatrical staring of Mr. Musgrave, I pro- 
posed to Miss Thrale, as ^oon as tea was over^ a Tvalk 
round the grounds. 

The next morning, the instant I entered the library 
at breakfast-time, where nobody was yet assembled 
but Messrs. Musgrave and Crutchley, the former ran 
up to me the moment I opened the door with a large 
folio in his hand, calling out, — 

" See here, Miss Burney, you know what I said 
about the Racks " 

" The what, sir ?" cried I, having forgot it ail. 

*'Why the Racks; and here you see is the very 
samé aceount. I must shew it to the Doctor pre- 
sently ; the old lion hardly believed it." 

He then read to me I know not how much stuff, not 
a Word of which could I understand, because Mr. 
Crutchley sat laughing slyly, and casting up his eyes 
exactly before me, though unseen by Mr. Musgrave.' 

As soon as I got away from him, and walked on to 
the other end of the room, Mr. Crutchley foUowed 
me, and said, — 

" You went to bed too soon last night; you should 
have stayed a little longer, and then you would have 
heard such a panegyric as never before was spoken." 

" So I suppose," quoth I, not knowing what he 
drove at. 

"Oh, yes!" cried Mr. Musgrave, "Dr. Johnson 
pronounced such a panegyric upon Miss Burney as 
would quite have intoxicated any body else ; not her^ 
indeed, for she can bear it, but nobody else could." 

** Oh î such praise," said Mr. Crutchley, never 
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did I hear before. It kept me awake, even 9we, after 
eleven o'clock, when nothing else could, — poor drowsy 
wretch that I am !" 

They then both ran on praising this praise (à qui 
mieux mieux)^ and trying which should distract me 
most with curîosity to hear it ; but I know Mr. Crutch- 
ley holds a/Z panegyric in such infinité contempt and 
ridicule, that 1 felt nothing but mortification in finding 
he had beeri an auditor to my dear Dr * Johnson's par- 
tiality. 

" Woe tô him," cried he at last, " of whom no one 
speaks ill ! Woe, therefore, to you in this house, I 
am sure!" 

"No, no," cried I, you^ I believe, will save me 
from that woe." 

In the midst of this business entered Miss Thrale. 
Mr. Musgrave, înstantly flying up to her with the 
folio, exclaimed, " See, Miss Thrale, here's ail that 
about the origin of Racks, that " 

' ' Of what ? " cried she. " Of rats ? " 

This set us ail grinning ; but Mr. Crutchley, who 
had pretty well recovered his spirits, would not rest a 
moment from plaguing me about this praise, and began 
immediately to tell Miss Thrale what an oration had 
been made the preceding evening. 

The moment Mrs. Thrale came in, ail this was 
again repeated, Mr. Musgrave almost blessing himself 
with admiration while he talked of it, and Mr. Crutch- 
ley keeping me in a perpétuai fidget, by never suffering 
the subject to drop. 

When they had both exhausted ail they had to say 
in a gênerai manner of this éloge^ and Dr. Johnson*s 
fondness for me, for a little while we were allowed to 
rest; but scarce had I time to even hope the matter 
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wolild be dropped, when Mr. Crutchley «aid to Mr. 
Muagrare^ 

" Well, sir, but now we have paved the way, I think 
you migbt as well go on/' 

" Yes," said Miss Thrale, never backward in pro- 
motûig mischief^ "methinke you might now disclose 
isome of tbe partieulars." 

"Ay, do," said Mr. Orutcbley, "pray repeat what 
Jbe «aid/' 

" Oh ! it is not in my power," cried Mr. Musgrav^ ; 

I have not the Doctor's éloquence. Howe^er^ as well 
ms I rcan remember, I wiU do it. He said that her 
manners were extraordinarily pleasing, and her lan* 
guage jwmarkably élégant ; that she faad as nmch virtue 
of mind as knowledge of the world ; that with ail her 
akiH in hnsEian nature, she was at the mme iime as 
fttire a little ^créature " 

This phrase, BQoat eomfortably to me, helped us to 
a laugh, and carried off in «omething like a joke 
praise that almost carried me off, frona very «haaie not 
hetter to deserve it 

" Go on, go on !" cried Mir. Cruichley ; " you have 
not aaid hal£'* 

" I am sensible of tbut,'' said he, very «cdemnly ; 

but it really is not in sny power to do him justice^ 
else I would say on, for Miss Bomey I know would 
not be intoxicaited." 

No, no ; more, more," cried that tiresome créa- 
tujîe ; " at it again." 

" Indeed, sir ; and upon my word I would if I 
eould ; but only hbnself can do the old lion jus- 
tice-" 

'And what light is," cried Mrs. Thrale, " 'tis only 
light can fihew.' flowever^ let him love her as much aa 
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he wiU, he wiU never love her half enough, for he 
knows net half how good she is." 

" Upon my Word ! " cried Miss Thmle, drolly ; *'do 
you thiok I sha'n't take some sly opportunity to poison 
you?'' 

^'Miss Bumey wants no incentive to virtue," said 
Mr. Mv»gmv^, or else, to any body else 8uoh a chb- 
xaoter as Dr. Johnson lias given herwould be enough 
(to atimulate her to it." 

Ây, thought I, ithat is the best way for me — to take 
ail this in sober seriousness. And I assure you, though 
l tried to laugh ail this off as if I did not believe it, 
I knew so well liis readiness and pleasuse in speaking 
ihighly af me^ tbat I iras inwardly quite melted by his 
kindnesB, and .my sensé of the honour I receive from it. 

We had half done breakfast before he came down ; 
he then complained he had had a bad night and was 
not well. 

I conld not sleep," said he, laughing ; no, not 
a wîbIl, fer thinking of Miss Bumey ; her cruelty de-^ 
stroys my rest." 

Mercy, sir !" cried Mrs. Thrale ; what, beginning 
agaim «Iready? — why, we shall ail asaassinate her. 
Lftte sA xôght, and early at morn, — no wonder you 
can't sleep!" 

'*Oh! what would I give," cried he, "that Miss^ 
Bumey would corne and tell me stories ail night long ! 
-*-if £ibe would but eoaae and talk to me ! 

•'*That would be delightful, indeed!" said I; **but 
wheiK, then, ^honld I sleep?" 

" Oh, that 's your care ! I should be happy enough 
in keejNjDig you awake." 

" I wish, sir," cried Mr. Musgrave, with veheoience>. 

I could give you my own night's sleep!" 
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I would have you/' continned Dr. Johnson to me 
(takÎDg no notice of this flight), corne and talk to 
me of Mr. Smith^ and then tell me stories of old 
Branghton^ and then of his son, and then of your 
sea-captain." 

"And pray, sir," cried Mrs. Thrale, **don*t forget 
Lady Louisa, for I shall break my heart if you do." 

" Ay," answered he, " and of Lady Louisa, and of 
JEvelina herself as^ much as you please, but not of Mr. 
Macartnei/j — no, not a word of hini ! " 

"I assure you, ma'am," said Mr. Musgrave, "the 
Tery person who first told me of that book was Mr. 
Jessop, my school-master. Think of that! — ^was it not 
striking? * A daughter,' says he, *of your friend Dr. 
Burney bas written a book, and it does her much 
crédit.' Think of that ! (lifting up his hands to enforce 
fais admiration); and he desired me to read it— he 
recommended it to me; — a man of the finest taste, — 
a man of great profundity, — an extraordinary scholar, 
— living in a remote part of Ireland, — a man I esteem, 
uponmyword!" 

" But, sir," cried Mrs. Thrale to Dr. Johnson, 
^* why, thèse men tell such wonders of what you said 
last night ! Why, you spoke quite an oration in favour 
of Miss Burney." 

"Ay," said Mr. Crutchley, "the moment it was 
over I went to bed. I stayed to hear the panegyric; 
but I thought I could bear nothing after it, and made 
off." 

" I would you were off now," cried I, " and in your 
phaeton in the midst of this rain!" 

" Oh, sir ! " cried Mr. Musgrave, " the Doctor went 
on with it again after you went ; I had the honour to 
hear a great deal more." 
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" Why, this is very fine indeed said Mrs. Thrale ; 
" why, Dr. Johnson, — why, what is ail this?" 

"Thèse young fellows," answered he, "play me 
false; they take me in; they start the subject, and 
make me say something of that Fanny Bumey, and 
then the rogues know that when I have once begun I 
shall not know when to leave off." 

" We are glad, sir," said Mr. Crutchley, " to hear 
our own thoughts expressed so much better than we 
can express them ourselves." 

I could only turn up my eyes at him. 

" Just so," said Mrs. Thrale, 

" ' What oft was thought, but ne'er so well expressM.' " 

Here, much to my satisfaction, the conversation 
broke up. 

"I hope," said Miss Thrale, comically bowing to 
me, " you have approved this discourse. For my part, 
I wonder you will speak to me again." 

" I wonder," said Mr. Crutchley, " she could eatT 

"Nay," quoth I, '*this is no way to take off my 
appetite; thongh, perhaps, you think I ought to be 
too sublime to eat." 

His phaeton was now announced, and, regardless of 
the rain, he took leave. 

Mr. Musgrave stayed with us two or three days 
longer ; but he is so infinitely more quiet when neither 
Mr. Seward nor Mr. Cnitchley is here, that he left 
me nothing to write about him. 

Friday, Sept. 14th. — And now, if I am not mis- 
taken, I come to relate the conclusion of Mr. Crutch- 
ley 's most extraordinary summer career at Streatham, 
which place, I believe, he has now left without much 
intention to frequently revisit. However, this is mere 



Digitized by 



106 DIAîlY AND LETTEBS [PabT IL 

conjecture ; but he really had a run of ill-luck not very 
inviting to a xnan of bis cold and spleaetic turn, to play 
tbe game game. 

When we were jufit goîng to supper, we heard a 
disturbasce among tbe dogs; and Mrs. and Miss 
Tbrale went ont to see wbat was tbe matter, wbile Dr. 
Johnson and I remained quiet. Soon returning, ^^A 
friend! a firiend!" sbe cried, and was fbllowed by Mr. 
Crutcbley. 

He would not eat witb us, , but was cbatty and in 
good-humour, and as usual, when in spirits, saucily 
sarcastic. For instance^ it is generally balf my employ- 
ment in bot evenings bere to rescue some or other 
poor buzzing idiot of an insect from tbe flame of a 
candie. Tbis, accordingly, I was perf<H*ming witb a 
Harry Longlegs, whicb, after much trial to catcb, 
eluded me, and escaped, nobody coold see bow. Mr. 
Crutcbley vowed I bad caugbt and squeezed bim to 
deatb in my band. 

" No, indeed," cried I, wben I catcb tbem, I put 
tbem out of tbe window." 

"Ay, tbeir bodies," said be, laugbiug; "but tbeir 
legs, I suppose, you keep." 

" Not I, indeed ; I bold tbem very safe in tbe palm 
of my band/' 

"Ob!" said be, '*tbe palm of your band! wby, it 
would not bold a fly! But wbat bave you donc 
witb tbe poor wretcb — tbrown bim under tbe table 
slyly?" 

" Wbat good would tbat do ?" 
Ob, help to establisb your fuU cbaracter for 
mercy." 

NoW; was not tbat a speecb to provoke Miss Grizzle 
berself ? However, I only made up a saucy lip. 
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" Come>" cried he, offering to take my hand, " where 
is he ? Wliich hand is he in ? Let me examine ? " 

No, no, I thank you ; I sha'n't make y ou my con- 
fesser, wheaero' I take one." 

He did not much like ihis ; but 1 did not mean he 
jshould. 

Â£termLrds he told us a moet unaceountably ridicu- 
louB ëtory of a crying wife. Â g^t^emao, he «aid, vf 
Ms aequaintance had married lately his own mis- 
tress ; and laet Sonday he had dined with the bride 
And bridegroom ; but, to his utter astooif^ment, with- 
imt any apparent reaeon in the world, in the naiddle of 
iUœier or tea, she buret into a violent fit of crying, axkd 
went ont the room, though there was not the leaat 
^uarrel, and the sposo seemed ail fondneas and atten- 
tion! 

" What, then," said 1, somewhat sûaalieiouBly, I 
{^rant, '^had ytm been sayîng to her?" 

" Oh, thank you ! ^' said he, with a half-afl&'Ottted 
bow, " I expected this ! I déclare I thought you would 
€0(ndude it was me ! " 

# * # # # 

Dr. Johnson has been very imwell indecd. Onee I 
was quite frightened about him ; but he toontinnes his 
strange discipline — starving, mercury, opium ; and 
though for a time half demolished by its sererity, he 
always, in the end, rises superior both to the disease 
and the remedy,— which commonly is the most ahtrming 
of the two. His kindness for me, I think, if possible, 
still incneaëed: he actuaUy hores every body so about 
me that the folks even complain of it. I must, how- 
ever, acknowledge I feel but little pity for their fatigue. 
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From Miss F. Bumey to Mr. Crisp. 

Streatham, Wednesday morning, 
22d September. 

At length, my dear daddy, I hope to have a peep at 
you. Mrs. Thrale is much better, though not well, 
but 80 kindly desirous to give me this indulgence, as 
well as to see you and my fatber^ that she will venture 
to promise for next Monday ; and, therefore, if nothing 
unlucky intervenes, and you send no prohibition, early 
on Monday morning you will see us. I cannot tell you 
half how glad I feel in the prospect of being again at 
^ear Chesington, which I do indeed love at the bottom 
of my heart — and top too, for the matter o^ that. 

Bid ail the Misses look pretty, and Mrs. Hamilton 
be quite well. Tell dear Kitty not to prim up as if we 
faad never met before, and charge Jem to be the pink 
of gallantry. Beg my dear father to " get from behind 
la barba" before breakfast ; and do you, my dear daddy, 
put on my favourite vig. 

1 have time for no more, as I have an opportunity 
to send this to town now, and if it goes by Streatham 
post, you may not receive it before you receive your 
«ver and ever obliged and loving child, 

F. B. 

My duty^ love^ and compliments to ail. 

Mrs. Thrale's best compliments. 

Miss Thrale will accompany us, but not Dr. Johnson* 



From Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Bumey. 

Sunday, 12th November, 1781. 

Sweet Burney, 
Your little scrap to my Tit was the most delightful 
thing I ever read— better than forty letters. Now 
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that my stomach is lîghtened by doses of emetic tartar, 
and my heart pacified by a Paris letter, I can try for 
flash again — at least rake up some old embers. 

Our journal would be yet emptier and more com- 
pressible than yourSy for not a living thing hâve we 
seen since Crutchley left us late on Monday night, till 
Seward visited us yester noon : but the poor lady of 
the manor tried ail she could to keep from tormenting 
the only créature in her reach with ill-humour ; and 
for that creature's comfort the house will now soon be 
fulL 

Sir Richard Jebb has done Peggy Pitches so much 
goody she is enchanted with him. Â physician can 
sometimes parry the scythe of death, but bas no power 
over the sahd in the hourglass. 

How happy Mr. Crisp is in his Fannikin! Take 
care of yourself for ail our sakes, and do not go to 
church such weather as this ; but keep the fear of the 
churchyard before your eyes. 

Fm glad the little book or volume goes on; my 
notion is that I shall cry myself blind over the con- 
clusion — it runs in my head — 'tis so excessively pathetic. 
I saw your sweet father on Thursday, but he came 
alone. 

Not a ship on the océan/' says my last letter from 
Âshboume,* goes out with more good wishes than 
that which carries the fate of Burney, I love," con- 
tinues he, ail of the race which I do know, and some 
that I do not, and love them for loving each other." 

Of this consanguineous fondness I have had little ex- 
périence myself, but 1 consider it as one of the lenitives 
of life. It has, however, this deficiency — that it is 

* Dr. Johnson was then at Ashboume. 
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never found where distress is matual. He who haff 
]ess than enough has nothing to spare. Prosperous- 
people only love each other. May you and I, my love, 
be ever prosperous \ 

Miss Kitty may well think this ihe surprisingest 
world that ever was. I hâve long been of her mraé. 
Cavendisb Square is the place appointed for me to^ 
pcrform in next winter, I perceive by every body ; and 
though matters look cloudy just at présent, I find we' 
are to hope for a little bit of Bumey '* in the spring. 
Did I say that bright thing before ? 

Somebody told me (but not your fkther) that the 
Opéra singers wouH not be likdy to get any money 
ont of Sherrdan this year. *• Why, that fellow grows* 
fat," says I, " like Heliogabaluff, upon the tongues of 
nightingales." Dîd I tell you that bright thing before ? 
Ah, Bumey î if I was weïl I would make a little (an 
yèt, but I cannot get well. The next time I see Sir 
Richard I will coax him to let me go in the cold batih 
again, I am so low, so lamentable ! 

I am, however, most sincerely yours in all affection, 

H. L. T. 

Respects ta Mr. Crisp. 

Miss F. Bijbrney to Mrs, Thrak. 

Chesington, December lOth. 
* # # # # 

And so Mrs. Shirley, Captain PhiUips' sister, has 
been visiting Susan in form, and Susan has returned 
the courtesy with the proper formalities ; and that 
awkward business being over, they begin to take to 
one another, and are aiready upon kind, open, and 
sisterly termf, visiting to and fro without ceremony. 
This is a very comfortable circumstance. 
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The Capitano bas latelj been promoted, and is now 
yerj earnest to aecelerate matters ; but my iather, rerj 
anxious and fearful for poor Susanne, doe» not think 
tbere is de quoi manger very plentifally, and is as 
earnest for retarding them. For my own part, I think 
they coald do very well. I know Susan b a veiy 
good économiste and I know there is not any part of 
our laraily that eannot live upon very little as cheer* 
faUy as most folks upon very mnch. Besides, wbo 
knows how kmg poor nimcfe may live, and keep the 
estate to himself? And wby i^uld he not live? I 
detest living upon no hopes but those of other people's 
losing ail — I lAean pour le monde ^ which we have no 
right to despise for others, while so anxious to fare 
well in it ourselves. 

Ail this, dearest madam^ you must at présent keep 
whoUy to yourself. My father, ail the while, is so 
much pleased with the disinterestedness of Phillips, 
that it is painful to his kind heart to oppose him, and, 
between friends, I have little doubt but he will give 
way ère long. 

# # # # # 

AU thèse things put together, you may believe I am 
ealled enough for home; very — veiy little, therefore, 
shall I be able to see of dear Streatham before next 
summer ; but what I can I will. 

Mr. Crisp is much gralified by your so kindly and 
constantly remembering him. He is vastly well this 
year, and bas had no gout since I came ; he is, there- 
fore, grown somewhat unruly, and if I hiat but at 
going away, storms and raves with such a vengeance 
you would stare to see, and start to hear him. We 
keep to "fun-making" though, very gaily. Every 
thing hère is so new that bas passed elsewhere, that 
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nothing can be mentioned that bas not tbe air of an 
anecdote, and tbe crédit of peculiar observation upon 
matters and manners. 

Adieu, my ever dearest Mrs. Tbrale, and long, long 
préserve tbe bealtb, spirits, and kindness, wbicb mark 
your last letter to F. B. 

May we be prospérons, you say,— and Amen ! say I, 
witbout a dévotion particularly extraordinary ; but yet 
I am by no means of opinion tbat tbere is no kindness 
wbere distress is mutual ; on tbe contrary^ I think, and 
once I found, tbat mutual distréss gives mutual en- 
dearment. 
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PART III. 
1782. 

Miss F. Bumey to Mrs. Phillips. 

February 25, 1782. 

Are you quite enragée with me, my dearest Susy? 
Indeed, I think I am with myself, for not sooner and 
oftener writing to you ; and every night when I go to 
Jbed, and every morning when I wake, I détermine 
nhall be the last I will do either again till I have 
written to you. But, hélas! my pens get so fagged, 
and my hands so crippled, when I have been up two or 
three hours, that my resolution wavers, and I sin on, 
till the time of rest and méditation, and then I repent 
again. Forgive me, however, my dearest girl, and 
çray pay me not in kind ; for, as Charlotte would say, 
kind that would not be, however deserved and just. 

My work is too long in ail conscience for the hurry 
x>f my people to have it produced. I have a thousand 
million of fears for it. The mere copying, without 
revising and correcting, would take at least ten weeks, 
for I cannot do more than a volume in a fortnight, 
unless I scrawl short hand and rough hand, as badly 
as the original. Yet my dear father thinks it will be 
published in a month ! Since you went I have copied 
one volume and a quarter — no more ! Oh, I am sick to 
think of it ! Yet not a little reviving is my father's 



Digitized by 



1782] 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



115 



very high approbation of the first volume, which is ail 
he bas seen. I totally forget whether, in my last, I 
told you I had presented it to him ? but I am sure you 
would never forget, for the pleasure you would have 
felt for me, had you seen or heard hîm reading any 
part of it. 

Would you ever believe, bigoted as he was to 
" Evelina," that he now says he thinks this a superior 
design and superior exécution ? 

. You can never half imagine the delight this bas 
given me. It is answering my first wish and first 
ambition in life. And though I am certain, and though 
he thinfes himself, it will never be so popular as " Eve- 
lina," bis so warm satisfaction will make me amends 
for almost any mortification that may be in store 
for me. 

I would to Heaven it were possible for me to have a 
reading de suite of it with you, my Susy, more than 
with anybody ; but I could not admit Captain Phillips, 
dearly as I love him; I could not for my life read 
myself to Mr. Burney, and was obliged to make Etty. 
It is too awkward a thing to do to any human beings 
but my sisters, and poor auntys, and Kitty Cooke. I 
have let the first tome also run the gauntlet with Mrs, 
Thrale. 

* # * « « 

One thing frets me a good deal, which is, that my 
book afiair bas got wind, and seems almost every where 
known, notwithstanding my earnestness and caution to 
have it kept snug till the last. Mr. Barry, t'other day, 
told me he had heard from Miss Mudge what, &c. &c. 
he had soon to expect from me. The Hooles have 
both told Charlotte how glad they are in the good 
news they hear; and Mrs. Boyle and the strangers 



Digitized by 



116 



DIARY AND LETTERS [PaRT III. 



take it for granted, they say, that I am too buay for 
yisitiog! Mrs. Ord, also, attacked me very openly 
about ity and I bave seen nobody else. It is easy to 
guess wbeace this cornes, but not easy to stop its course» 
or to prevent the mischief of long expectatioo, any 
more than tbe great désagrément of being coutinually 
interrogated upon tbe subject. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Phillips, 

I tbank you most heartily for your two sweet letters, 
my ever dearest Susy, and equally for the kindness they 
contain and the kindness they accept. And, as I bave 
a frank and^ subject, I will leave my bqthers, and write 
you and my dear brother Molesworth a little account 
of a rout 1 bave just been at, at the bouse of Mr. 
Paradise. 

You will wonder, . perhaps, in this time of hurry,, 
wby I went thither ; but when I tell you PaccbierottZ 
was there, you will not think it surprising. 

There was a crowd of company ; Charlotte and I 
went together ; my father came afterwards. Mrs. 
Paradise received us very graciously, and led me imme- 
diately up to Miss Thrale, who was sitting by the Pac. 
The Miss Kirwans, you may be sure, were not far ofii 
and so I did pretty well. There was nobody else I 
knew but Dr. Solander, Mr. Coxe the traveller. Sir 
Sampson and Lady Gideon (Streatham açquaintances), 
Mr. Sastres, and Count Zenobia, a noble Venetian, 
whom I bave often met lately at Mrs. Thrale's. 

We were very late, for we had waited cruelly for 
the coach, and Pac. had sung a song out of " Arta- 
xerxes,*' composed for a ténor, which we lost, to my 
infinité regret. Afterwards he sang Dolce speme," 
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-set by Bertoni, less elegantly than by Sacchini, but 
more expressively for the words. He sang it delight- 
fuUy. It was but the second time I have heard him in 
A rooin since his return to England. 

After this he went into another room, to try if it 
•would be Gooler ; and Mrs. Paradise, leaning over the 
Kirwans and Charlotte, who hardly got a seat ail night 
for the crowd, said she begged to speak to me. I 
«queezed my great person out, and she then said,— - 

" MÎ8S Bumey, Lady Say and Sele desires the honour 
of being introdueed to you." 

Her ladyship stood by her side. She seems pretty 
near fifty — at least turned forty ; her head was full of 
feathers, flowers, jewels, and gew-gaws, and as high as 
Lady Archer's ; her dress was trimmed with beads, silver, 
persian sashes, and ail sort of fine faneies ; her face is 
thin and fiery, and her whole manner spoke a lady ail 
alive. 

*' Miss Burney," cried she, with great quickness, and 
a look ail curiosity, " I am very happy to see you ; I 
have longed to see you a great while ; I have read your 
performance, and I am quite delighted with it. I think 
it's the most élégant novel I ever read in my life. Such 
a style! I am quite surprised at it. I can't think 
where you got so much invention!" 

You may believe this was a réception not to make 
me very loquacious. I did not know which way to 
tum my head. 

*' I must introduce you," continued her ladyship, " to 
my sister ; she'U be quite delighted to see you. She 
bas written a novel herself; so you are sister au- 
Ihoresses. A most élégant thing it is, I assure you ; 
almost as pretty as yours, only not quite so élégant. 
She bas written two novels, only one is not so pretty as 
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tfae other. But I shall insist upon your seeing them. 
One is in letters, like yours, only yours is prettiest ; 
it s called the * Mausoleum of Julia !' " 

What unfeeling things, thought I, are my sisters! 
l'm sure I never heard them go about thus praising me! 

Mrs. Paradise then again came forward, and taking 
my faand, led me up to her ladyship's sister, Lady 
Hawke, saying aloud, and with a courteous smirk, 

Miss Burney, ma'am, authoress of * Evelina/ " 

"Yes," cried my friend, Lady Say and Sele, who 
foUoi^ed me close, "it's the authoress of * Evelina;' 
«o you are sister authoresses ! " 

Lady Hawke arose and curtsied. She is much 
younger than her sister, and rather pretty ; extremely 
languishing, délicate, and pathetic ; apparently accus- 
tomed to be reckoned the geniûs of her family, and well 
contented to be looked upon as a créature dropped 
from the clouds. 

I was then seated between their ladyships, and Lady 
S. and S., drawing as near to me as possible, said, — 

" Well, and so you wrote this pretty book ! — and 
pray did your papa know of it ?" 

*' No, ma'am ; not till some months after the pub- 
lication." 

"So Fve heard ; it's surprising! I can't thiuk how 
you invented it !— there's a vast deal of invention in it ! 
And you*ve got so much humour, too ! Now my sister 
bas no humour — hers is ail sentiment. You can't 
think how I was entertained with that old grandmother 
and her son !" 

I suppose she meant Tom Branghton for the son. 

" How much pleasure you must have had in writing 
it ; had not you ?" 

"Y— é— s, ma'am." 
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" So has my sister ; she's never without a pen in her 
hand ; she can't help writing for her life. When Lord 
Hawke is travelling about with her, she keeps writing 
ail the way." 

"Yes," said Lady Hawke; "I really can't help 
writing. One has great pleasure in writing the things ; 
bas not one, Miss Bumey ?" 

" Y— s, ma'am." 

" But your novel," eried Lady Say and Sele, " is in 
such a style ! — so élégant ! I am vastly glad you made 
it end happily. I hate a novel that don't end happy." 

" Yes," said Lady Hawke, with a languid smile, "I 
was vastly glad when she married Lord Orville. I wa» 
sadly afraid it would not have been/' 

" My sister intends," said Lady Say and Sele, ** te 
print her ' Mausoleum,' just for her own friends and 
aequaintanees." 

" Yes," said Lady Hawke ; " I have never printed 
yet." 

" I saw Lady Hawke's name," quoth I to my first 
friend, ascribed to the play of ' Variety/" 

" Did you indeed?" cried Lady Say, in an eestasy. 
" Sister ! do you know Miss Bumey saw your name itt 
the newspapers, about the play !" 

"Did she?" said Lady- Hawke, smiling eompla- 
cently. " But I really did not write it ; I never wrote 
a play in my life." 

" Well," cried Lady Say, "but do repeat that sweet 
part th^t I am so fond of — you know what I mean 
Miss Bùmey must hear it, — out of your novel, you 
know!" 

Lady H. — ^^Nlr,-! can't ; I have forgot it. 
Ladî/ S. — Oh, no! I am sure you have not; l 
insist upon it. 
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Lady H. — But I know you can repeat it yoursclf; 
you Jiave so fine a memory ; I am sure you can re- 
peat it 

Lady S. — Oh, but I should not do it justice! 
that's ail, — I should not do it justice ! 

Lady Hawke then bent forward, and repeated — " * If, 
when he made the déclaration of his love, the sensibility 
that beamed in his eyes was feit in his heart, what 
pleasing sensations and soft alarms might not that 
tender avowal awaken ! 

" And from what, ma'am," cried I, astonished, and 
imagining I had mistaken tbem, ^^is thistaken?'' 

" Frojn my sister's novel!" answered the delighted 
Lady Say and Sele, expeôting my raptures to be equal 
to her own; ''it's in the VMausoleum,' — did not you 
know that? Well, 1 can't think how you can write 
thèse sweet novels ! And it's ail just like that part. 
Lord Hawke himself says it's ail poetry. For my part, 
l'm sure I never could write so. I suppose, Miss 
Burney, you are producing another, — a'n't you?" 

" No, ma'am." 

" Oh, I dare say you are. I dare say you are writing 
one at this very minute !" 

Mrs. Paradise now came up to me again, foUowed 
by a square man, middle-aged, and hum-drum, who, I 
found, was Lord Say and Sele, afterwards fi*om the 
Kirwans ; for though they introduced him to me, I was 
^ confounded by their véhémence and their manners, 
that I did not hear his name. 

" Miss Burney," said Mrs. P., presenting me to him, 
" authoress of * Evelina.' 

" Yes," cried Lady Say and Sele, starting up, " 'tis 
the authoress of ' Evelina ! ' " 

"Ofwhat?" cried he. 
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" Of * Evelina/ You'd never think it, — she looks so 
youDg, to bave so much invention, and such an élégant 
style ! Well, I could write a play, I think, but Vm 
sure I could never write a novel." 

"Oh, yes you could, if you would try," said Lady 
Hawke. 

" Oh, no, I could not," answered she ; " I could not 
get a style — thats the thing — I could not tell how to 
get a style ! and a noveFs nothing witbout a style, you 
know!" 

" Why no," said Lady Hawke ; tbat's true. But 
then you write sucb charming letters, you know ! " 

" Letters !" repeated Lady S, and S. simpering ; " do 
yon think so ? Do you know I wrote a long letter to 
Mrs. Ray just before I came here, this very afternoon, 
— quite a long letter ! I did, I assure you ! '* 

Here Mrs. Paradise came forward with another gen- 
tleman, younger, slimmer, and smarter, and saying to 
me, " Sir Gregory Page Turner," said to him, " Miss 
Burney, authoress of ' Evelina.' " 

At which Lady Say and Sele, in fresh transport, 
again arose, and rapturously again repeated — "Yes, 
she s authoress of * Evelina!' Have you read it V 

"No; isitto behad?" 

" Oh dear, yesî it's been printed thèse two years! 
You'd never think it ! But it's the most élégant novel 
I ever read in my life. Writ in such a style !'* 

" Certainly," said he, very civilly ; " I have every 
inducement to get it. Pray where is it to be had ? 
every where, I suppose?" 

"Oh, no where, I hope!" cried I, wishing at that 
moment it had been never in human ken. 

My square friend, Lord Say and Sele, then putting his 
head forward, said, very solemnly, " l'il purchase it !" 
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His lady then mentioned to me a hundred novels 
that I had never heard of, asking my opinion of them, 
and whether I knew the authors ; Lady Hawke only 
occasionally and lauguidiy joining in the discourse : 
and then Lady S. and S., suddenly arising, begged me 
net to move, for she should be back again in a minute, 
and flew to the next room. 

I took, however, the first opportunity of Lady 
Hawke's easting down her eyes, and reclining her 
délicate head, to make away from this terrible set; and, 
just as I was got by the piano-forte, where I hoped 
Pacchierotti would soon présent himself, Mrs. Paradîse 
again came to me, and said, — 

" Miss Bùrney, Lady Say and Sele wishes vastly to 
cultivate your acquaintance, and begs to know if she 
may have the honour of your company to an assembly 
at her house next Friday? — and I will do myself the 
pleasure to call for y ou, if you will give me leave/* 

"Hèr ladyship does me much honour, but I am 
unfortunately engaged," was my answer, with as much 
promptness as I could command. 

F. B. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Wednesday Night, Going to Bed. 
My Dearest Burney, 
May I venture, do you think, to call a little company 
about me on St, Taffy's day? or, will the world in 
gênerai, and the Pepyses in particular, feel shpcked 
at my " dissipation" and my " haste to be married?" 
They came last night and found me alone with Murphy. 
There was an epoch ! The Bishop of Peterborough 
came in soon after. Queeny was gone to Mrs. Dave- 
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nant's, with Miss Owen and Dr. Delap. What 
dangers we do go through ! But I have not gone out 
to meet mine half way, at least. 

Pray corne on Friday se'nnight, if you never corne 
again. 

I was very near you yesterday, but I put a con- 
straint upon myself, and pressed forward, for I should 
only have dirtied the house, and hindered you, and 
been wished at York by the Padrona di casa. 

I went to dear Dr. Johnson 's, rassegnarlo la solita 
servità^ but at one o'clock he was not up, and I did 
not like to disturb him. I am very sorry about him — 
exceeding sorry ! When I parted from you on Monday, 
and found him with Dr. Lawrence, I put my nose into 
the old man's wig and shouted ; but got none except 
melancholy answers, — so melancholy, that I was forced 
to crack jokes for fear of crying. 

" There is gout at the bottom, madam," says Law- 
rence. 

I wish it were at the bottom!" replied saucebox, 
as loud as she could bawl, and pointing to the pedestals. 

He complains of a gênerai gravedo" cries the 
Doctor ; " but he speaks too good Latin for tis" 

" Do you take care, atleast, that it does not increase 
long,'' quoth L (The word gravedo, you know, makes 
gravedinisy and is, therefore, said to " increase long in 
the genitive case.") I thought this a good, stupid, 
scholar-like pun, and Johnson seemed to like that 
Lawrence was pleased. 

This moming I was with him again, and this even- 
ing Mrs, Ord's conversation and Piozzi's cara voce 
have kept away care pretty well. Mr. Selwyn helped 
us to be comfortable. My Tit went with her Coz. to 
Abel's concert. 
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Good night, sweetest ; I am tired and want to go to 
bed. 

Good night once more, through the door at 
Streatham, for thither imagination carries your aflFec- 
tionate 

H. L. T. 

Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Burney. 

Chesîngton, February 25. 

Our own Fannikin, 

I do acquiesce ('tis true), but not in calm acqui- 
escence (as Dr. Johnson does with Pope), that you 
should remain where you are instead of Chesington; 
but still I do say that, if you could have returned hitHer 
in Suzette's chaise, safe and warm, your undisturbed, 
unbroken, assiduous minding your lesson would have 
ov^rbalanced the time you gain by being upon the spot 
to correct proofs, &c.* 

I am not of your other Daddy's mind, who would 
have it sent off to Mr. Payne just as it is. You have 
so much to lose, you cannot take too much care. Not 
that I would have you Ule, and polish, and refine, till 
the original fire and spirit of the composition Aies off 
in vapour, — and that, I dare say, is what he would 
guard against ; and so should I if I were not convinced 
there is no danger of that kind to be apprehended ; 
-^that belongs to your half geniuses ; — a true — a real 
—a great one, cannot be otherwise than highly luxu* 
riant, and must be pruned. The finest apricots I ever 
tasted were the produce of a tree on the side of a 
house, that had on it, at one time, eighteen hundred 

* The allusions throughout this letter are to "Cecilia,'' then in 
the press. 
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dozen, and were thinned to about seven hundred, from 
twenty-one thousand six hundred ! You may imaginai 
tbis enormous quantity were mostly not bigger than 
peas. What tben? — it demonstrates the monstrous 
force and vigour of the tree. 

You " wish I had ne ver seen the book in the rough." 
There you are in the wrong. If ever the hints or ob- 
servations of others can be worth listening to, that is 
the time; and I have already told you one opinion 
and pièce of advice of mine, the truth and solidity of 
which every day of my life I am more and more con- 
Tinced of. Whoever you think fit to consult, let their 
talents and taste be ever so great, hear what they say,~ 
allowed ! — agreed ! — but never give up or alter a tittle 
merely on their authority, nor unless it perfectly 
coincides with your own inward feelings. I can say 
this to my sorrow and to my cost, — But mum! The 
original sketches of works of genius, though ever so 
rude and rough, are yaluable and curions monuments, 
and well worth preserving. 

I am truly glad you have resolution enough of your 
own, and are permitted by others to stand yOur ground 
manfuUy, and sustaki the siège of visitors that would 
overwhelm you with their numbers and incessant 
attacks, I perfectly concur with your Doetor Saddy 
in his sélection of particulars, so far as he has read» 
and with his sentiments in gênerai of the work and the 
plan, which (by what he has already seen) he cannât 
but have conceived an idea of. The unreasonable hurry 
with which I was obliged to gallop over sueh a book 
has disabled me from making, or even forming, obser* 
vations, other than gênerai ones.^ But by my imperfect 
recollection of particulars, and what I felt at the time, 
I think nothing struck me more forcibly than the 
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Foxhall* scène; it is finely — it îs powerfuUy ima- 
gined ; it is a noble pièce of morality ! the vanety— 
the contrast of the différent characters quite new and 
unhackneyed, and yet perfectly in nature; and the 
dreadful catastrophe that concludes the whole makes it 
a masterpieee. What a subject for that astonishing lad^ 
Edward, to make a finished drawing, and Bartolozad 
a print of! The scène of Foxhall iUuminated — the 
mangled, bleeding body carried along — the throng 
of spectators crowding after, iilled with Tarions ex- 
pressions of horror, wonder, eager curiosity, and in- 
quiry ; and many other particulars, which the perusal 
of the passage itself, and his genius^ would suggest. I 
like Cecilia mnch better than Albina, which I never was 
fond of, though not of much conséquence. 

I long to see Mrs. Thrale's letter, which I do most 
faithfuUy promise to retum ; and I do hereby summon 
you to despatch it to me immediately. To own to you 
the real truth, it was whoUy owing to my impatience 
to get at it that I so directly answered your last. 

As to your lovely Greek, I most éarnestly recom- 
mend to you, notwithstanding your five sheets of 
paper, to put her down (while she is strong and warm 
in your memory and imagination) in a finished draw- 
ing in black and white. I don't mean this merely to 
satisfy curiosity, but as a wonderful academy figure, 
which may be of powerful use to you hereafter, to 
design £rom, in some future historical composition. 
Such opportun! ties don't offer every day; perfect no- 
velty, tmited to such uncommon excellence, is a prîze 
indeed ; don't let her slip, but like Lothario, 
Seize the golden, glorious opportunity/* 

* The old mode of spellîng Vauxhall. 
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I am in thorough, serious earoest, and seriously for the 
reason I bave given. 

Your loving Daddy, 
S. C. 

P. S. — You say the book is to be printed vol. by 
vol., as fast as you can get it out. Sure, I hope, you 
don't mean by that that it is to corne out in single, 
separate volumes? I can't bear the thougfats of it. 
Ail published at once, or Chaos is corne again!" 

2d P. S. — I hâve not the conscience to demand long 
letters now in return ; only send Mrs. ïhrale's and to 
Kit. 

Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

loth March. 

Your lettjer, my dear daddy, which I have just re- 
ceivedy bas given me so much uneasiness that I may as 
well answer it immediately, as I can do nothing for 
thinking of it. 

The conâict scène for Cecilia^ between the motfaer 
and son, to which you so warmly object, is the very 
scène for which I wrote the whole book, and so en- 
tirely does my plan hang upon it, that I must abide by 
its réception in the world, or put the whole behind the 
fire. 

You will believe, then, with the opinion I have of 
your judgment, and the anxious désire I have to do 
nothing quite contrary to your approbation, if I can 
now be very easy. I would it were in my power to 
defer the whole publication to another spring, but I 
am sure my father would run crazy if I made such a 
proposai. 

Let me not, however, be sentenced without making 
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my defence, and at least explaining to you niy own 
meaning in the part you censure. 

I meant in Mrs. Delville to draw a great, but not a 
perfect character ; I meant, on the contrary, to blend 
upon paper, as I have frequently seen blended in life, 
noble and rare qualities with striking and incurable 
defects. I meant, also, to shew how the greatest 
virtues and excellences may be totally obscured by the 
indulgence of violent passions and the ascendancy of 
favourite préjudices. 

This scène has yet been read by no human créature 
but yourself and Charlotte, who would not let me rest 
till I let her go through the book. Upon Charlotte's 
opinion you will easily believe I put no solid reliance ; 
but yet I mention to you the efTect it had on her, be- 
cause, as you told me about dear Kitty Cooke, the 
natural feelings of untaught hearers ought never to be 
slighted; and Dr. Johnson has told me the same a 
thousand times. Well, she prefers it to any part of 
the book, and cried over it so vehemently that she 
could eat no dinner, and had a violent headach ail 
day. 

I would rather, however, have had one good word 
from you than ail the tears of the tender, and ail 
the praises of the civil. 

The character of Mrs. Delville struck you in so 
favourable a light, that you sunk, as I remember I 
privately noticed to myself, wben you mentioned her, 
ail the passages to her disadvantage previous to this 
conflict, else it would have appeared to you less ineon- 
sistent, for the way is paved for it in several places. 
But, indeed, you read the whole to cruel disadvantage ; 
the bad writing, the haste, the rough copy, ail were 
against me. Your anger at Mrs. Delville's violence 
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and obduracy are nothing but what I meant to ex<îite ; 
jour thinking it unnatural is ail that disturbs me. 

Yet, when l look about me in the world, such 
strange ineonskteneies as I see, such astonishing con- 
trariety 6f opinions, and so bigoted an adhérence of ail 
marked characters to their own way of thinking, I 
really know not how to giye up this point. 

Another thing gives me some comfort — the part 
you hare selected to like best, Foxhall, is what I 
read to you myself, and the whole of the résidence at 
Delvile Castle, which I also read to you, I remember 
well you were pleased with more than with any othcr 
part of the book. I cannot, therefore, but hope the 
bad copy and difficulty of reading did me as much 
mischief as the bad and unequal composition. 

But what are you thinking of, my dear daddy, when 
you désire me to send you the two last rois, imme- 
diately ? Did I not tell you I am still actually at work 
upon the second ? And as to sending you again the 
rough drafi, it would both be soliciting and establishing 
your disapprobation. 

The first Tolume seems to grow, by recollection, both 
on my father and Mrs. Thrale. It is not to be ex- 
pressed how fond they are of it, especially my father. 

^ Have you seen the verses in the newspaper, where 
they poked me in with ail the belles esprits?^ Two 
days ago, at Mr. Pepys* I met them almost ail. Mrs. 
Boscawen, Mrs. Chapone, Hannah More, Mrs. Carter, 
Sophy Streatfield, Mrs. Buller, famous for writing 
Greek notes in Greek books, Miss Georgiana Shipley, 
(Mrs. Washingham's friend), famous for construing 
Horace after a year's studying Latin, Mr. Wraxall, the 

* See p. 134. 
VOL. II. K 
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northern historian, General Paoli, Dr. Cadogan, Sir 
Josbua Reynolds, Sec. &c. . But the greatest pleasure .1 
received was from meeting Mrs. Grarrick agatn« Sbe 
faad almost forgot me, but was rery kind, and looked 
very well, very sweet, and very élégant. I was also 
gratified by meeting with the kdy of the late young 
Lord Lyttelton, who was made very celebrated by the 
hook called the Correspondents/' which was asserted 
to be written by her and the old Lord Lyttelton, but 
proves to be a very impertinent forgery. She is still 
pretty, though a little passée^ and very élégant and 
pleasing in her manners. Mrs. and Miss Ord, Mr. 
Burrows, and many others, were there also. 

This is but the second large assembly I bave been tb 
this year, though I bave been invited to a hundred. 
The other was at Mrs. Thrale's, who first invited a 
large party about a week ago. There I met again the 
fair Greek, the Haies, Mr. Jenkinson,* Lord and Lady 
Sandys, the Burgoynes, Mr. Seward, Mr. Murphy, 
Dr. Delap, Mrs. Byron, and fifty more at least. 

I wish, my dear daddy, I had time to write you 
«ome of the flash that passes upon thèse occasions ; but 
it is totally impossible. 

# * « * * 

Every body knows that I am about something; and 
the moment I put my head out of doors, I am sure to 
be attacked and catechised. Oh, that I were but as 
€ure of the success as of the sale of this book ! but, 
indeed, I am now more discomfited and alarmed than 
I have ever been yet. 

Adieu, my dear daddy. I would I could do better ; 
but to love you and your most kind sincerity more 

* Sînce Earl of Liverpool. 
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truly is not possible. Neyer, therefore, spare it, tîll 
yon cèBse to love, or eease to esteem, ypur ever af- 
fectionate 

F. B. 

MÎS& F. Burney to Mrs. Phillips. 

Saturday, March 19, 1782. 

But that I am myself in continuai disgrâce about 
writing, how should I murmur to hear so very, yery 
seldom from my beloved Susy ! yet, when your letters 
do corne, to tell you half the pleasure with which I 
read them, would almost tempt you, culprit as I am, 
to let me see them oftener. The serenity of happiness 
you seem now to enjoy, my ever dearest girl, makes 
me ready to cry over your letters vrith fulness of con- 
tent for you; and were it otherwise, how to forbear 
repinîng at your absence I am sure I should not 
know ; for I miss you here so seriously, so cruelly, so 
perpetually, that nothing in the world short of your 
established happiness could make me any mental amends 
for your loss; The house seems so strange vrithout 
you, my room so unoccupied, and my afiairs and in- 
terests and thoughts so uncomfortable, in wanting 
your participation. 

I don't well know what sullen fit of selfishness makes 
me Write ail this; so, to have done with it, give to 
your sweet captain my kindest love, and tell him, let 
me murmur as I will by fits, I would not, if I could» 
change your destination, nor reverse the decree that 
was given by Mr. Shirley in St. Martin's Church ; and 
repeat to him — if you can — what I once told him my- 
self, — that never, till I knew him, did I see the person 
to whom I could so cheerfully resign my first, longest, 
best, and dearest friend. So now — let 's have a dance! 

I had a very agreeable evening last Tuesday at Mr. 
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Pepys, where I met Mrs. Garrick, whom I rejoiced 
miich to see. She had ail but forgot me ; but when I 
was introduced to her, by lier half recoUecting and 
asking who I was, she was extremely kind and oblig- 
ing. She looks very well, and very élégant. She was 
cheerfuUy grave, did not speak much, but was followed 
and addressed by every body. I could not help being 
quite melancholy myself at sight of her, from remem- 
brance of dear Mr. Garrick. 

Do you know they have put me again into the news- 
papers, in a copy of verses made upon literary ladies, — 
where are introduced Mrs. Carter, Chapone, Cowley, 
Hannah More, Mrs. Greville, Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. 
Thrale, Mrs. Crewe, Sophy Streatfield, and Mrs. Mon- 
tagu. In such honourable company,to repine at being 
placed, would, perhaps, be impertinent; so I take it 
quietly enough ; but I would to Heaven I could keep 
clear of the whole! However, my dear father is so 
deligbted, that, though he was half afraid of speaking 
to me at ail about them at first, he carries them con- 
stantly in his pocket, and reads them to every body! 
I have a great suspicion they were written by Mr. 
Pepys, as they are just what I have heai'd him say of 
ail the people, and as every créature mentioned in 
them, but Mrs. Cowley, Greville, and Crewe, were 
invited to be at his house on the very day they were 
printed. 

Yesterday I went, with Charlotte and the two Kir- 
wans, to a rehearsal of Rauzzini's new opéra. I was 
not at ail enchanted, though very well entertained. The 
music is pretty, and the accompaniments pteasant; 
but there is such a struggle for something uncommon, 
and such queer disappointments of the ear in the différ- 
ent turns given to the passages from what it expects, 
that it appears to have far more trick than genius in 
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the composition ; and every song is so tery near being 
comîc, that the least change in the world would make 



Pacchierotti was in bettér spirits than I have seen 
him for some time, and very earnest to help Rauzzinî, 
acting as maestro for him, and singing like twenty 
angels ; but his songs are so unworthy of him, I think, 
that I never found ont by the symphonies whether 
they were meant for him ; and I never was at an opéra 
rehearsal before without knowing the first singer's 
airs long enough before he began them. Yet I really 
expect this will be the favourite opéra for the season, as 
there are Scoticisms and oddities in it of ail sorts, to catch 
popularity. Pacchierotti came and spoke and said, — 

" I have not eeen you for a great âge. Miss Burni.'* 

" No," quoth I, " you never come." 

" I beg your pardon» ma'am," said he, " never you 
are at home, and then you say never I corne." 

For I have been denied to him, perforée, repeatedly. 

" Well," said I, " I am oblîged to be a great deal 
with Mrs. Thrale, but if you will fix a time, I will be 
sure to be in the way." 

*^Ah!" said he, "always you are to Mrs. Thrale! 
Well, I only say, Heaven forgive her!" 

However he could not fix a positive time ; but next 
Tuesday, Wednesday, or Friday, he will corne, and the 
Kirwans are to corne and watch for him till he does. 
Tliey are sweet girls, but this îs a most inconvénient 
arrangement for me at présent. 

Adieu, my Susy, — write very soon.* p g 

* The foUowing are the liues alluded to in this letter ; 
they appeared in the "Morning Herald" for March 12, 1782. 
Some years afterwards, Sir W. W. Pepys denied ha\âng written 
thèse lines ; and in the year 1822, a MS. copy of them was found 
among Dr. Bumey's papers, with so many eraisares, interlînea- 
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From Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Burney. 

Chesington, Friday, April 5, 
* * # # * 

In Works of genius, &iicy, imagination, 'tis not tbe 

tions, and changes, as to give the most direct internai évidence- 
that they were the doctor's own composition. 

"ADVICE TO THE HERALD. 
" Herald, wherefore thus proclaim 
Nought of woman but the skame? 
Quit, oh, quit, at least awhile, 
Perdita's too luscious smile ; 
Wanton Worsley, stilted Daly, 
Heroines of each blackguard alley ; 
Better sure record in story 
Such as shine their sex's gloiy ! 
Herald ! haste, with me proclaim 
Those of literary famé. 
Hannah More's pathetic pen, 
Painting high th' impassion'd scène ; 
Carter's piety and leaming, 
Little Bumey's quick disceming ; 
Cowley's neatly-pointed wit, 
Healing those her satires hit ; 
Smiling Streatfield's iv'ry neck, 
Nose, and notions — à la Grecque! 
Let Chapone retain a place, 
And the mother of her Grâce, 
Each art of conversation knowing, 
High-bred, élégant Boscawen ; 
Thrale, in whose expressive eyes 
Sits a soiil above disguise, 
SkiU'd with wit and sensé t' impart 
Feelings of a gênerons heart. 
Lucan, Leveson, Greville, Crewe ; 
Fertile-minded Montague, 
Who makes each rising art her care, 
* And brings her knowledge from afar !^ 
Whilst her tunefîil tongue défends 
Authors dead, and absent friends ; 
Bright in genius, pure in famé : — 
Herald, haste, and thèse proclaim 
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long, learned argumentations of critics, pro and con^ 
that come with the compass and line in their hands, to 
measure right and wrong, that will décide; no, 'ti9 
the genuine, unbiassed, uninflueneed, inward feeliogs 
of mankind that are the true, infallible test, ultimately^ 
of sterling merit. In vain cornes Voltaire, with ail the 
powers of wit, satire, learning, and art, to knock àoYtn 
Shakspeare, and tum him into ridicule ; when he ha» 
finished his harangue, Shakspeare stands just where he 
did — like a rock in the sea; and the universal voiee o£ 
high and low, from their own impressions, without 
attempting to answer him in his own way, give him 
the lie, and send him about his business. 

And now, Fanny, after this severe lecturing, I shall 
give you a sweetener to make it up with you ; after 
assuring you ît comes from the same sincerity that 
dictated what I have said already ; and I shall do it 
în the very words I made use of to Daddy Burney on 
Tuesday morninglast — that I would ensure the rapid 
and universal success of this work for half-a-crown 
that nothing like it had appeared since Fielding and' 
Smollett ; and that you bid fair for becoming the first 
writer of the âge in compositions of this kind. 

I have nothing farther to add, but this pièce of 
ad vice — not to let success intoxicate you, and in- 
fluence you to remit your ardour and industry to be 
perfect. There have been more instances than one^ 
where writers have wrote themselves down, by sloven- 
liness, laziness, and presuming too much on public 
&vour for what is past. 



Your loving daddy. 



S. a 
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Miss F. Burney to Mr. Crisp. 



April 6, 1782. 



Heartily do I thank you, my ever dear daddy, for 
your kind and honoarable dealing with me. A lec- 
turing do you call this? Belle ve me^ I am, os yet^ so 
far from beiog intoxicated with succès»/' that I read 
it .with gratitude and wonder; for I expected much 
more severity, and when I received your letters, I was 
almost sick with painful prognostics of your disapproba- 
tion. I shall do the utmost in my power to profit from 
your criticismS; but I can speak to no particulars till I 
corne to the places themselves. 

With respect, however, to the great point of Cecilia's 
fortune, I have much to urge ia my own defence, only 
now I can spare no time, and I must frankly confess 
I shall think I have rather written a farce than a 
«erious history, if the whole is to end, like the hack 
Italian opéras, with a jolly chorus that makes ail par- 
ties good and ail parties happy ! The people I have 
ever met with who have been fond of blood and family^ 
have ail scouted title when put in any compétition 
with it. How tben should thèse proud Delviles think 
a new-created peerage any équivalent for calling tbeir 
sons' sons, for future générations, by the name of 
Beverley? Besides, I think the book, in its présent 
conclusion, somewhat original, for the hero and he- 
roine are neither plunged in the depths of misery, nor 
exalted to vvhuman happiness. Is not sueh a middle 
state more natural, more according to real life, and 
less resembling every other book of fiction ? 

Besides, my own end will be lost if I change the con- 
clusion, which was chiefly to point out the absurdity 
and short-sightedness of those name-compelling wills. 
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which make it aiways prèsamed a woman marries an 
inferior, since he, not she, is to leave his own family 
in order to be incorporated into hers. 

You find, my dear daddy, I am prepared to fight a 
good battle bere ; but I bave tbought the matter mucb 
over, and if I am made to give up this point, my whoie 
plan is rendered abortive, and thè last page of any 
novel in Mr. Noble's circulating library may serve for 
the last page of mine^ eince a marriage, a réconciliation^ 
and some sudden expédient for great ricbes, concludeB 
them ail alike. In every thirig else you bave pointed 
ont I shall either wboUy cbange, or greatly alter. And 
I will be very diligent to improve and mend the whole. 
Pwty, if any thing more occurs to you, write it, and 
bclieve me with the truest gratitude and affection vour 

F. B. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss Burney» 

Streatham, April 24, 1782. 

I tbought to bave seen my sweet Fanny in London 
to«-day, instead of her fatber bere, for I was engaged 
to meet my fellow-executors at Robson's upon busi* 
. ness ; but 'tis ail put off till to-morrow^ and so Mr. 
Johnson and Crutcbley came home with me then. 

How does dear Cecilia do at Del vile Castle? and 
how does my poor Henrietta get letters to kiss from 
him who seems wholly engaged to her best friend and 
most dangerous rival ? What becomes of Lady Ho- 
noria without scandai and flirtation? and when does 
Mr. Monckton bury peevish Lady Margaret and fill 
us with fresh confusion? 

Oh ! Write away, sweet Burney ! I wish I cowld 
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help yoa in the manaal part. I think I could submit 
to be printer's devil, to get a sight of the next volume, 
verily. 

Mj last Word puts me in mind of David Barclay. 
He bas sent me the Apology for the Quakers," and 
thinks to couvert me, I believe. I bave often been 
solicited to change my religion by Papists. Why do 
ail the people think me foolisher than I am 7 

So Sir Philip'g bill* is past, and I am so glad ! Why 
your father says that therevirouldhave been a rébellion 
if bis bill had not past. A rébellion! and ail about 
our dear innocent sweet Sir Philip ; who, while bis 
humanity is stich that he veould scruple no fatigue to 
save the life of a lamb, would bave drenched the na- 
tion in blood withouteverforeseeing, or ever repenting, 
the conséquences ! What a world do we live in ! and 
how such things justly operate to make Johnson and 
you, and ail observers of life, despise us readers of the 
Punie War, in which, perhaps, the agents we leam the 
names of in Latin, French, and English, were people 
not a whit more respectable than Sir Harbord Harbord 
and Sir Philip Jennings Clerke. 

Miss Sharp will marry the old schoolmaster too ! 
Did you ever talk to Baretti, or hear him talk, of the 
Tromba Marino man, that the girl in Venice would 
absolutely marry for the comfort of combing bis beard ? 

Adieu, my love, I only disturb the Doctor and my 
Tit, and they plague me. 

Adieu, and love your 

H. L. T. 

♦ Probably the bill alluded to in the remarkable conversation 
between Sir Philip Clerke and Dr. Johnson, reported at pp. 180, 1^ 
vol. i. 
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Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Thursday, 26, 1782. 

Upon my honour tben, my dear, I hâve not said half 
of what my heart is fuU. ïhe Delviles, since I wrote 
last, efiace every thing else. When I read the lady's 
character in my own dressing-room, I catch myself 
looking at my mother's picture every moment ; yoars 
18 80 like ber in many things. Hobson and Simkins 
are Borough men, and I am confident they were both 
canyassed last year ; they are not représentations of 
life, they are the life itself. Even Mr. Briggs, cari- 
cato as he certainly is, won ail my esteem by his scène 
with Don PufiPendorfiP, whose misty magnitude was 
never shewn so despicably dropsical before. I was 
happy to see Briggs bave the better of him. 

But poor Henrietta ! some harm will come to her, I 
see, and break my heart, for she bas won il strangely ; 
ber innocent love of a character superior in rank and 
fortune to berself, shews ber taste and proves ber 
merit ; while the delicacy of ber mind, the diffidence 

arising from I am just ready to order the coach, 

in short, and fetch ber aWay to Streatham, irom tbat 
most inimitably painted mother, wbom Queeny does so 
detest. But she bas seized Lady Honoria for ber fa* 
Yourite, and ber saying bow Cecilia's fortune should 
patch up the old fortifications there about West Wood 
enchanted us both. 

Oh, lovely Bumey ! ma che taïento mai ! I will trust 
myself no further on a subject tbat makes me wild. 

And so your &ther don't come to-day; and so I 
must send Daniel back with your sweet manuscript in 
the moming. Very well, he shall take the greatest 
care of it. I had never one in my possession tbat I 
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valued half so much before. Seward only have I said 
any thing about it to. 

Do y ou believe that I am steadily set to read " Mar- 
moBtel" ail over agaîn, to see whether, in variety of 
character, eocuprehension of geniiuB, aad eleganee of 
touch, he at ail equals thig third volume of my Bar- 
ney's? 

Here cornes your âither. Whàt can make him so 
late? Adieu, ever more and more your admirer! 
Can I be more your friend ? 

H. L. T. 

Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney, 

Tuesday Night. 

My eyes red with reading and crying, I stop every 
moment to kiss the book and to wish it was my Bur- 
ney ! Tis the sweetest book, the most interesting, the 
most engaginç. Oh ! it beats every other book, even 
your own other vols., for Evelina'* was a baby to it. 

Dear eharming créature ! do I stop every six pages 
to exclaim ; and my Tit îs no less delighted than I ; she 
is run out ofthe room for a moment. But young Del- 
ville is corne and Queeny return^d, so I leave the pen 
eoïà seize the MSS. 

Such a novel !^ Indeed, I am seriously and sensibly 
touched by it, and am proud of he'r friendship who so 
knows the human heart. May mine long bear the in- 
q[>ection of so penetrating, so discriminating an ey^ ! 

This letter is written by scraps aad patcbes, but 
every serap is admiration, and every patch thanks you 
for the pleasure I have received. I will say no more ; 
I cannot say half I think with regard to praise. 

I am sorry Pacchierotti does not come on Thursday, 
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for on Thursday se'nnîght I am engaged. In your 
book his praises will be recorded, and by it they will 
be diffused. 

The Belfields are my joy, my delight. Poor Hen- 
rietta ! how I adore her ! How easily was her sweet 
heart engaged by that noble friend ! But I haye not 
finisbed my book yet ; 'tis late notr, and I pant^for 
moming. Nothing but boarseness made me leave oiT 
at^all. 

My most ingénions, my most admirable friend, adiea ! 
If I had more virtue than Ceeilia," I sbould half fear 
the censures of soch an insight into the deepest re* 
cesses of the mind. Since I bave read tbis yolnme, I 
bave seriously thanked Heaven that ail the litter of 
mine was in sight ; none hoarded in holes^ nor hastily 
stuffed into closets. You hare long known the worst 
pf your admiring 

H. L. T. 



Miss F, Burney to Mr, Crisp. 

May, 1782. 

Who in the world bas a daddy so kind as mine ? I 
cannot, indeed, say half how grateful I am for your 
solicitude for me. AU you say about the annuity and 
the money appears to me unanswerably rigbt. 

# # « # # 

If I had made a request to you for the sum total of 
my wishes upon your reading this trash, it would bave 
been precisely what you bave promised voluntarily at 
the end of your letter, — to let me bave your real 
opinion, yet not insist, if that opinion is condemhation, 
upon my forbearing to try that of the public : which I 
now must do, and which my former success makes me 
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hope obtainable. But though I can now do litdé in 
conséquence of your objections, I may in future profit 
from remembering them. 

With regard to the second volume, erery body bas 
«eemed to prefer it to the first, except Mrs. Thrale, 
wbo was so fond of the t07i parties in the beginning, 
and of Miss LaroUes, Mr. Meadows, and the Captain, 
that she lamented not having more of them. Mr. 
Gosport, tooy she is so fond of, that she déclares if I 
don't provide for him, she will bave him herself.*' 
Mrs. Belfield, however, bas quite enchanted her, — she 
knows, she says, so many like her in the Borough. 

Etty much prefers the second volume, because there 
is so much more incident ; Mrs. Thrale is more partial 
to character. 

My father's présent favourite is the old crazy moraliste 
Âlbany. He is quite delighted with him ; and no one 
else bas taken any notice of him. Next to him, he is 
fondest of Belfield. The tradesman manqué y he says, 
is new, and may be not uninstructive, and he is much 
pleased with bis varions struggles, and the agrèmens of 
bis talents, and the spirit, yet failure, of bis varions 
flights and experiments. 

F. B. 



Journal Resumed. 

JuNE, 1782. — At length, my ever dearest Susan, my 
long-neglected journal and long-promised renewal be» 
hold at your feet — for thither shall 1 speed them with 
âll the expédition in my power. 

So much bas passed since I lost you — for I cannot 
use any other word — that I hardly know what first to 
record ; but I think 'tis best to begin with what is 
uppermost in my mind, Mr. Burke. 
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Among the mauy I bave been obliged to shirk this 
year, for the sake of livîng almost solely with " Cecilia/* 
none bave bad less patience witb my retirement than 
Miss Palmer, wbo, bitterly believing I intended never 
to visit ber again, bas forborne sending me any invita- 
tions: but, about tbree weeks ago, my fatber bad a 
note from Sir Josbua Reynolds, to ask bim to dine at 
Ricbmond, and meet tbe Bisbop of St. Asaph : and» 
therefore, to make my peace, I scribbled a note to 
Miss Palmer to tbis purpose, — 

Âfter tbe many kind invitations I bave been obliged 
to refuse, will you, my dear Miss Palmer, should I 
offer to accompany my fatber to*morrow, bid me re- 
member tbe old proverb, — 

' Those who will not when they may, 
When they will, they shall have nay ?' 

F. B." 

Tbis was graciously received ; and tbe next morning 
Sir Josbua and Miss Palmer called for my fatber and 
me, accompanied by Lord Corke. We bad a mighty 
pleasant ride. Miss Palmer and I made up; tbough 
sbe scolded most violently about my long absence, and 
attacked me about the book witbout mercy. Tbe 
book, in short, to my great consternation, I find is 
talked of and expected ail tbe town over. My dear 
fatber hîmself, I do verily believe, mentions it to every 
body; he is fond of it to enthusiasm, and does not 
foresee the danger of raising such gênerai expectation, 
wbich fills me witb the horrors every time I am tor- 
mented with the tbough t. 

Sir Joshua's house'is delightfuUy situated, almost at 
tbe top of Richmond Hill. We walked till near dinner- 
time upon the terrace, and there met Mr. Richard 
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Burke, the brother of the orator. Miss Palmer,. stop- 
ping him, said, — 

'* Are you coming to dine with us?" 
No," he answered ; " I shall dine at the Star and 
Garter." 

How did you corne — with Mrs. Burke, or aloue? 
" Alone." , 

" What, on horseback?" 

" Ay, sure!" eried he, laughing; " iip and ride! 
New 's the time." 

And he made a fine flourish with his hand, and passed 
us. He is just made under-secretary at the Treasurj* 
He is a tall and handsome uian, and seems to hâve 
much dry droUery ; but we saw no more of him. 

After our return to the house, and while Sir Joshua 
and I were tête-à-tête^ Lord Corke and my father 
being still walking, and Mîss Palmer having, I suppose, 
some orders to give about the dinner, the " Knight of 
Plympton" was desiring my opinion of the prospect 
from his window, and comparing it with Mr. Burke's, 
as he told me after I had spoken it, — when the Bishop 
of St. Asaph and his daughter, Miss Georgiana Shipley, 
were announced. Sir Joshua, to divert himself, in 
întroducing me to the bishop, said, " Miss Bumey, 
my lord ; otherwise, * Evelina.' " 

The bishop is a well-looking man, and seemed grave, 
quiet, and sensible. I have heard much more of him ; 
but nothing more appeared^. Miss Georgiana, how- 
ever, was showy enough for ttoo. She is a very tall, and 
rather handsome girl; but the expression ofher face 
is, to me^ disagreeable. She has almost a constant 
smile, not of softness, nor of insipidîty, but of self- 
sufficiency and internai satisfaction. She is very much 
accomplished; and her famé for painting and for 
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scholarsbipy I know you are well acquainted witb* I 
believe her to bave very good parts and mucb quick* 
ness ; but she is so fall of herself, so eamest to obtain 
notice, and so bappy in ber confidence of deserving it, 
tbat I bave been not less cbanned witb any yomig 
lady I bave seen for many a day. I bave met with 
ber before, at Mrs. Pepys', but never before was intro- 
duced to her. 

Miss Palmer soon joined us ; and, In a sbort time, 
entered more company, — tbree gentlemen and one 
lady ; but tbere was no more ceremony used of intro- 
ductions. The lady, I concladed> was Mrs. Burke, 
wife of the Mr. Burke, and was not mistaken. One 
of the gentlemen I reeoUected to be young Burke, her 
son, whom I once met at Sir Josbua's in town, and 
another of them I knew for Mr. Gibbon : but the third 
I had never seen before. I had been told tbat the 
Burke was not expected; yet I could conclude this 
gentleman to be no other; he had just the air, the 
manner, the appearance, I had prepared myself to look 
for in him, and tbere was an évident, a strikîng 
superiority in his demeanour, bis eye, bis motions, tbat 
announced him no common man. 
. I could notget at Miss Palmer to satisfy my doubCs, 
and we were soon called down-stairs to dinner. Sir 
Josbua and the unknown stopped to speak with one 
another upon the stairs; and, wben they followed w. 
Sir Josbua, in taking his place at the table, asked me 
to sit next to him ; I willingly complied. " And then,*' 
be added, Mr. Burke shall sit on the other side of 
you/' 

" Oh, no, indeed!" cried Miss Georgiana, who also 
had placed herself next Sir Josbua; "I won't con- 
sent to tbat; Mr. Burke must sit next me; I won't 

VOL. II. L 
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agrée to part with him. Pray, corne and sit down 
qukt, Mr. Burke." 

Mr. Burke, — for him it was, — smiled aod obeyed. 
I oi^ly meaat," said Sir Joshua, to have made 
my peace with Mr. Barke, by gtring him tfaat place, 
beeause he has been soolding me for net introduoing 
him to Miss Burney. However, I must do it now 
Mr. Burke ! — Miss Bumey ! 

We both balf rose, and Mr. Burke said, — 
I have been coœpliûning to Sir Joshua that be left 
me wboUy to my own sagacity ; howerer, it did not 
here dcceive me." 

<^ Oh dear, then/' said Miss Greorgiana, looking a 
little eonstematedf *^ perhaps you wen't thank me for 
calling you to this place !" 

NotUng was said, and so we ail begaa dinner,«^ 
yooug Burke making himself my next neig^bonr. 

Capttun Phillips knows Mr. Burke. Has he or has 
he not told you how delightfol a créature he is,? If he 
has not, {Mray, in my name, abuse him witlK^ut mercy ; 
if he has, pray ask if he will subscribe to my account 
of him, which herewith shall follow. 

He is tall, his figure is noble, his air commanding^ 
bis address graceful: his voice is clear, penetrating, 
sonorous, and powerful; his language is copious, rarious, 
and éloquent; his manners are attractive, his conver- 
sation is delightfîil. 

What says Captain Phillips? Have î cbanced to see 
him in his happiest hour? or is he ail this in com- 
mon? Since we lost Grarrick I bave seen nobody so 
enchanting. 

I can give you, however, very little of what was said, 
for the conversation was not suivie, Mr. Burke darting 
from subject to subject with as much rapidity as enter- 
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taînment. Neither is the cfaarm of his disconrse more 
in the matter than the manner ; ail, therefore, that is 
related from him loses half iiB effect in not being 
related hy him. Sucfa little skeCches as I can recoUect 
take however. 

From the window of the dining-parlour, Sir Joshaa 
directed us to look at a pretty white house which 
belonged to Lady Di. Beauelerk. 

" I am extremelj glad," said Mr. Barke, to see 
her at last so well boosed ; poor woman ! the bowl 
bas long roUed in miserj; I rejoice that it has now 
found its balance. I never, myself, so mach enjoyed 
the sigfat iA happiness in anotber, as in that woman 
when I first saw her after the death t& her husband. It 
was really enlirening to behold her placed in that 
«weet house, released from ail her cares, a thousand 
pounds a-year at her own disposai, and — her husband 
was dead ! Oh, it was pleasant, it was delightfal to 
see her enjoyment of her situation ! " 

But^ withont considering the cireumstances," said 
Mr. GKbbon, this may appear very strange, though, 
when they are fairly stated, it is perfectly rational and 
unavoidable." 

^* Very true," said Mr. Burke, ** if the circumstancea 
are not conisidered^ Lady Di. may seem highly repre^ 
henrible." 

He then, addressing himself partieularly to me, as 
tbe person least likely to be aequainted with the cha- 
racter of Mr. Beauelerk, drew it himself in strong and 
marked expressions, deseribing the misery he gare hia 
wife, bis singular ill-treatment of her, and the necessary 
relief the death of such a man must give. • 

He then reminded Sîr Joshua of a day in which they 
had dined at Mr. Bcauclerk's, soon after bis marriagc 
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with Lord Bolingbroke's divorced wife^ in company 
irith Groldsmitb, and told a new story of poor Gold^^ 
smith's eternal blundering. ' 

From the Right Honourable Edmund Burke to 
Miss F. Bwmey, 

Madaniy 

I should feel exceedingly to blâme if I could refttse 
to myself the natural satisfaction, and to you the just 
but poor retarn, of my best thanks for the very great 
instruction and entertainment I hâve received from the 
new présent you have bestowed on the public. There 
are few — I believe I may say fairly there are none at 
all~that will not find themselves better informed con- 
ceming human nature, and their stock of observation 
enriched, by reading your Cecilia." They certainly 
will, let their expérience in life and manners be what 
it may. The arrogance of âge must submit to be taught 
by youth. You have crowded into a few small volumes- 
an incredible variety of characters ; most of them well 
planned, well supported, and well contrasted with each 
other. If there be any fault in this respect, it is one 
in which you are in no great danger of being imitated. 
Justly as your characters are drawn, perhaps they are 
too numerous. But I beg pardon ; I fear it is quite 
in vain to preach economy to those who are corne 
young to excessive and sudden opulence. 
. I might trespass on your delicacy if I should fill my 
letter to you with what I fill my conversation to others. 
I should be troublesome to you alone if I should tell 
you ail I feel and think on the natural vein of humour, 
the tender pathetic, the comprehensive and noble 
moral, and the sagacious observation, that appear quite 
throughout that extraordinary performance. 
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In an âge distinguished by producing extraordinaiy 
women, I hardly dare to tell you where my opinion 
would place you amongst them. I respect your mo- 
desty, that will not endure the commendations which 
your merit forces from every body. 

I bave tfae honour to be, with great gratitude, respect, 
and esteem, madani, your most obedient and most 
humble servant, 

ËDM. BURKB. . 

WWtehaU, July 29, 1782. 

My best compliments and congratulations to Dr. 
Burney on the great honour acquired to his family. 



Journal Resumed, 

Chesingtoic, Monday, August 12th. — I set ont 
for this ever dear place, aecompanied by Edward, who 
was sent for to paint Mr. Crisp for my father. I am 
sure you will rejoice in this. I was a little dumpish 
in the joumey, for I seemed leaving my Susan again. 
However, I read a " Rambler" or two, and composed 
the harmony of my temper," as well as I could, for the 
sake of Edward, who was not only faultless of this, but 
who is, I almost thiuk, faultless of àll things. I have 
thought him more amiable and deserving than ever, 
since this last sojoum under the same roof with him ; 
and, as it happened, I have owed to him almost ail the 
comfort I have this time met with here. 

We> came in a chaise, which was well loaded with 
canvasses, pencils, and painting materials; for Mr. 
. Crisp was to be three times painted, and Mrs. Gast 
once. My sweet father came down Gascoign Lane to 
meet us, in very good spirits and very good health. 
JVext came dêar Daddy Crisp, looking vastly well, and. 
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m usual, high in glee and kindness at tbe meeting. 
Then tha affectionate Kitty, the good Mrs. Hamilton, 
^lie gentle Mis» Young, and the enthuftiastic Mrs. Gast. 

The instant dinner was over, to my utter «nrprise 
and consternation, I was called into the roam ap- 
jpro^iated for Edward and his pictures, and informed 
I was to sit to bim for Mr. Crisp ! Remonstrances 
were unavailing, and déclarations of averskm to the 
design were only ridiculed ; both daddies interfered, 
and, when I ran off, brought me back between them, 
Ànd compelled my obédience ; — and from tbat time to 
this, nothing bas gone forward but pieture-sitting. 
# # # * * 

Now to the présent state of things and people. 
My father is ail himself — gay, facile, and sweet. 
He cornes to ail meals, writes without toiling, and 
gives us more of bis society than he bas done many 
}'^rs. His third volume he is not tied down to pro- 
duee at any stated time, and he bas most wisely re- 
mlved not to make any promises to the pttUic about 
it, nor to take in any sabsmptions, but to keep free 
from ail engagement. 

A serions pièce of intelligence has given, does give, 
and longmastgiine me the utmost coneem and sorrow. 
My dear Mrs. Tbrale, the friend, thougfa not the masû 
dear friend of my heart, is goîng abroad for three 
years certain. This scheme has beea some time in 
a sort of distant agitation, but it is now brought to 
a resolution. Much j^ivate business belongs to it 
relative to her détestable lawsuit ; but much private 
inclination is also joined with it relative to her long 
wishing to see Italy. I bave determined, therefore, to 
do aU in my power to bear this blow steadily; and the 
remembrance how very much I suffered when such an 
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one was formerly tboaght of, makes me suppress ail 
my. regret, and drive thie subject from niy inind by 
€very method in my power, that I may save myself 
&om again experiencing sucb unavailing concern. The 
tboughty indeedi that she wishes to go, trould reconcile 
me to a yet longer absence» by making me feel that my 
t>wn sorrow is merely selfish. 

Streathamy-*— my other home, and the place where I 
iiave long tbought my résidence dépendent only upon 
my own pleasare, and where, indeed, I have received 
auch as my father and you alone could make greater, — 
is already let for three years to Lord Shelbarne. If I 
was to begin with talking of my loss, my strangeness,. 
I had almost said, for thèse three years, I should never 
have done, and only make us both melancholy; so 
npthing will I say about the matter, but that you, 
tender and libéral as you are, will be almost my only 
iriend who will not rejoice in this séparation, as the 
most effectuai means of keeping me more in London ; 
though you, my Susy, will be, perhaps, the most 
sincerely gratified by what additional time it may 
give me. 

Mr. Crisp to Miss Burney, 
My dear Fannikin, 
I deferred a retiirn of my most sincère thanks and 
acknowledgments, both for your highly agreeable pré- 
sent and your two kind short notes, till I had twice read 
over, and thoroughly, nay, severely considered the 
first. Don t be surprised at so harsh an adverb. I 
was resolved to pat myself in the place of an unin- 
fluenced^ yawning, fastidioas reader, that takes up a 
new book with careless indifférence, expecting from 
a novel nothing more than the usual common-pIacQ 
trash they abound with. 
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In this State of mind I endeavoured at divesting: 
myself, as well as I could, 6f ail remembrance of the 
work, and ail partiality for the author. To do this 
completely was. indeed impossible; but still it was 
something to be continually saying to myself, after I 
hàd read a chapter, How will this go down ? What 
will the multitude, who eare not a straw for author or 
bookseller, or any thing but their own immédiate 
amusement, say of it? Thèse were my queries to 
myself. If I could have given a positive and certain 
answer to them, that answer would have determined- 
the fate of the book, and the character of the author's 
abilities ; for thèse are the peçple (not a few, nay, even 
a nntnerous partial set of friends) that ultimately caa . 
and do décide. 

The tribunal of the Inquisition itself is not m(»e. 
inflexible than I endeavoured to be on this occasion. 
Every other mode of proceeding is only delusive, aad 
what is calied making one's market at home. 

What was the resuit of thèse my méditations? To , 
enter into particulars would be endless ; but the sum 
total amounts to this — a fuU, unlimited confirmation 
of my warm approbation of thé whole work together» 
and a positive déclaration of the improvements it has ^ 
received, beyond ail expectation: — greatly and judi- 
ciously compressed ; long conversations curtailed ; se- 
reral incidents much better managed ; and the windiog 
up beyond ail compare, more happy, more judicious, 
more satisfactory. Many particulars, which I did 
not quite relish are softened off to a degree that, - 
if I do not perfectly assent to, I hardly know how 
to condemn, particularly in the instance of Old Del- 
vile, in whom (without departing from his original 
xharacter, which would have been unpardonable) 
you have found means, fairly accounted for, to melt . 
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down some of that senseless» obstinate, inhérent pride, 
which, if still kept up to its height, would have ren- 
dered misérable those who ought to have been dearest 
to faim, and have establisbed him, (which would have 
been a great impropriety) withoat any necessityj 
(young Delvile's &ther, and the excellent Mrs. Del- 
Tile's bueband) the most hateful of beinge. 

These^ my dear Fannikin, without tbe least favour 
or affection, are my sincère sentiments ; and, if I know 
myself, woald be such if I had met with tbe book 
without any name to it. At the same time, to évince 
my sincerity, and that you may not think I mean» 
sycophant-like, to tum about and recant, in order to 
swtm with the wind and tide that brings you (as I 
hear) clonds of incense from every quarter — to avoid 
this scandalous imputation» I do déclare that I must 
adhère to my former sentiments on some parts of the 
work, particularly the loss of Cecilia's estate. 

But don't think I prétend to set up against the public 
voice my trumpery objection, which, even if well 
founded, would be a mere dust in the balance. So 
mueh at présent for Cecilia." 

Now, Fannikin, I must remind you of your promise, 
which was to come to your loving daddy when you 
could get loose. Look ye, Fanny, I don't mean to 
cajole you hither with the expectation of amusement or 
entertainment. You and I know better than to hum 
or be hummed in that mannër. If you come here, 
come to work, — work hard — stick to it. This is the 
barvest-time of your life; your sun shines bot; lose 
not a moment, then, but make your hay directly. 
"Touch the yellow boys," as Briggs says, — "grow 
warm make the booksellers come down handsomely 
— count the ready— the chink. Do but secure this 
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one point while it is in your power, and ail tliings else 
shall be added unto thee. 

I talked to yonr doctor daddj on the subject of dis- 
posing of your money; and we both agreed in the 
project of a well-secured annuity ; and in the mean* 
time, till tbat could be procured, that the ready should 
be vested in the three per cent annuides, that it might 
produce something; and he promised to advance, to 
make even money. 

# # # . # • # 

S. C. 



Miss Burney to Mrs. Thrale. 

Auguat 1782. 

I have been kept in hot water, in défiance of snow, 
till I heard from my dearest Tyo ; and if you do like 
the book, I am gratified to my heart's content ; and if 
you only say you do, to have it so saîd is very delight* 
lui, for your wish to give me pleasure would give it, if 
you hated ail I ever wrote. 

So you are ail for the heroine and Miss LaroUes? 
Mr. Crisp was for the heroine and Mrs. Delvile. My 
&ther likes the imperious old gentleman ; my mother 
is ail for the Harrels. Susan and Charlotte have not 
seen a word. If it does but attract, as dear Dr. J. 
says, I am happy, be it which way it will. Why do 
you lament Gosport? he is clever, but an elderly man 
from the first, and no rival. 

Adieu, my sweetest of friends. To-morrow I spend 
with Mrs. Ord. Friday, if there cornes a dry frost, to 
you will run your own 

F. B. 
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Miss Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Oct 15, 1782. 
# # # « « 

I am very sorry yoa could not come to Streatham 
at the time Mrs. Thrale hoped to see you, for when 
shall we be likely to meet there again ? You would 
have been much pleased, I am sare, by meeting with 
General Paoli^ who spent the day there^ and was ex- 
tremely communicative and agreeable. I had seen 
him in large companies, but was never made known to 
liim before ; nevertheless, he* conversed with me as if 
well aequainted not only with myself, but my con- 
nexions, — inquiring of me when I had last seen Mrs. 
Montagu ? and calling Sir Joshua Reynolds, when he 
spoke of him, my friend. He is a very pleasing man» 
tall and genteel in his person, remarkably well bred, 
and yery mild and soft in his manners. 

I will try to give you a little spécimen of his con- 
versation, because I know you love to hear particulars 
of ail out-of-the-way persons. His English is blunder- 
iag, but not unpretty. Speaking of his first acquaint* 
ance with Mr. Boswell, — 

" He came," he said, " to my oountry, and he 
fetched me some letter of recommending him; but I 
was of the belief he might be an impostor, and I sup- 
posed, in my minte, he was an espy ; for I look away 
from him, and in a moment I look to him again, and I 
behold his tablets. Oh ! he was to the work of writing 
down ail 1 say ! Indeed I was angry. But soon I dis- 
cover he was no impostor and no espy; and I only 
find I was myself the monster he had come to discern. 
Oh, — is a very good man; I love him indeed; so 
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cheerful! so gay! so pleasant! but at the first, oh! I 
was indeed angiy." 

Âfter this he told as a story of an expectation he had 
had of being robbed, and of the protection he fonnd 
firom a very large dog that he is very fond of. 

" I walk ont," he saîd, " in the night ; I go towards 
the field; I behold a man — oh, ugly one ! I proceed — 
lie foUow; I go on — he address me, * You have one 
dog/ he says. * Yes/ say I to him. * Is a fierce dog?* 
he says ; * is he fiery ?* * Yes/ reply I, * he can bite/ 
^ I would not attack in the night/ says he, ' a honse to 
liave such dog in it/ Then I conchide he was a 
breaker ; so I turn to him— oh, very rough ! not gentle 
— and I say, very fierce, * He shall destroy you, if you 
areten!'" 

Âfterwards, speaking of the Irish giant, who is now 
shevrn in town, he said, — 

" He is so large I am as a baby! I look at him — 
oh l I find myself so little as a child ! Indeed, my 
indignation it rises when I see him hold up his hand so 
high. I am as nothîng; and I find myself in the 
power of a man who fetches from me half a crown." 

This language, which is ail spoke very pompousiy by 
him, sounds comical from himself, though I know not 
how it may read. 

Adieu, my dear and kind daddy, and believe me 
your ever obliged and ever afiectionate 

F. B. 
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PART IV. 
1782. 

Journal Resumed. 

Brighthelmstone, Oot. 26th. — My journey was 
incidentless ; but the moment I came into Brighthelm- 
stone I wa8 met by Mrs«Thrale, who had most eagerly 
btten. waitiog for me a long while, aod therefore I 
dîsmottnted^ and walked home with ber. It woold 
be^ rery snperfluoos to tell you how she recehred me, 
for y^oa cannot bat know, from ber impatient letters, 
what I had reason to expect of kindness and welcome. 

I waa too mueh tired to choose appeariog at dinner, 
and diarefore eat my eat up stairs, and was then deco- 
ratedl a H^e, and came forth to tea. 

Bfip. Harry Cotton and Mr. Swinerton were both 
here. Mrs. Thrale said they ahnost lived with her, 
and therefore were not to be avoided, but declared she 
had refused a flaming party of blues, for foar I should 
think, if I met them just after my journey, she was 
playing Mrs- Harrel. 

Dr. Johnson received me too with bis usual good- 
ness, and with a salute so loud, that the two young 
beaus, Cotton and Swinerton, bave never done laugh- 
ing about it. 

Mrs. Thrale spent two or three hours in my room, 
talking over ail her afiairs, and then we wished each 
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other bon repos, and — retired, Grandissima con- 
clusion ! 

Oh, but let me not forget tliat a fin« note came from 
Mr. Pepys, who is here with hh family, saying lie was 
pressé de vivre^ and intreating to see Mrs. and Miss T., 
Dr. Johnson, and Cedlia, at his house the next day. 
I bate mightily this method of naming me from my 
héroïnes, o£ vbose hoaour I tbink I am more jealons 
thanofmyown. 

OcT. 27th. — The Pepys came to visit me in form, 
but I was dressing; in the evening, however, Mrs. 
and Miss T. took me to thern* Dr. Johnson would 
not go ; he told me it was my day, and I should be 
erowned, for Mr. Pepys was wild about ** CeciUa." 

However," he added, " do not hear too much of it; 
but when he bas taiked about it for an hour or so, tell 
him to bave done. There is oo other way." 

A mighty easy way, this! however, 'tis what he 
literally praetises for himself. 

We found at Mr. Pepys' nobody but his wife, his 
brother, Dr. Pepys, and Dr. Pepys* lady, Countess of 
Rothes. Mr. Pepys received me with such distin^ction, 
that it was very évident how much the book, with the 
most fiattering opinion of it, was in his head ; how- 
ever, he behaved very prettily, and only mentioned it 
by allusions ; most particularly upon the character of 
Meadows, which he took varions opportunities of pro- 
nouncing to be the ''best hit posdble" upon the 
présent race of fine gentlemen. He asked me whether 
I had met with Mrs. Chapone lately ; and when I said 
no, told me he had two letters from her, ail about me, 
which he must eommunicate to me. 

We did not stay with them long, but called upon 
Miss Benson, and proceeded to the Rooms. Mr. Pepys 
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was very unwilling to part with us, and wanted to 
frighten me irom going, by saying, — 

" And bas Miss Burney courage to venture to the 
Rooms ? I wonder sbe dares ! ** 

I did not seem to understand bim, though to mistake 
bim was impossible. Howerer, I tbougbt.of bim agaia 
wben I was at tbe rooms, for most violent was tbe 
staring and wbispering as I passed and repassed ; inso- 
mucb tbat I sball by no means be in any baste to go 
again to them. Susan and Sopby Tbrale, wbo were 
with tbeir aunt, Mrs. Scot, told Queeny, upon our.re- 
tum, tbat tbey beard notbing said, wbicbever way 
tbey turned, but " Tbat 's she !" " Tbat 's tbe famous 
Miss Bumey!" I sball certainly escape going any 
more, if it is in my power. 

Lady Sbelley and Lady Poole were tbere, and were 
very civil, and looked very pretty. . Tbere was also a 
Mr. Coxe, brotber to tbe writer,a very cultivated man, 
a great scbolar, a poet, a critic, and very soft*mannered 
and obliging. He is, bowever, . somewbat stiff and 
afiected, and ratber too plaintive in bis voice. 

MoNDAY, OcT. 28th. — Mr. Pepys bad but just left 
me, wben Mrs. Tbrale sent Susan witb a particular 
request to see me in ber dressing-room, wbere I found 
ber witb a milliner. 

"Ob, Miss Burney/' sbe cried, ^'I could not belp 
promising Mrs. Cockran tbat sbe sbould bave a sigbt 
of you — sbe bas begged it so bard." 

You may believe I stared ; and tbe woman, whose 
eyes almost looked ready to eat me, eagerly came up 
to me, exclaiming,— 

Ob, ma*am, you don't know what a favour tbis is, 
to see you ! I bave longed for it so long! It is quite 
a comfort to me, indeed. Ob, ma'am, bow clever you 
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mufiit be! AU the ladies I deal with are quite dis- 
tracted about ' Cecilia/ — and I got it myself, Gh, 
-mE'afn^ how sensible yoa miist be ! It does my heart 
good to sée you.*' 

Did you ever hear the like? Twas impossible not 
ta laugh) and Mrs. Thrale bas done nothing else ever 
since. 

At dinner, wé had Dr. Delap and Mr. Selwyn, who 
accompanied us in the evening to a bail ; as did also 
Dr. Johnson, to the universal amazement of ali who 
«aw him thcre ;—- but he said he had found it so dlill 
being quite alone the preceding evening, that he deter- 
mined upon going with us ; " for," he said, " it cannot 
be worse than being alone." 

Strange that he should think so ! I am sure I am 
not of his mind. 

• Mr. H. Cottoû and Mr. Swinerton of course joined 
us immediately. We had hardly been seated five mi- 
nutes before Mr. Selwyn came to me, from some othei^ 
eompany he had joined, and said, — 

" I think you don't ehoose dancing, ma'am?" 
No," I answered'. 

" There is a gentiieman,'* he added, " who is very 
àmbîtious of the honour of dancing with you ; but 
r told him I believed you would not dance." 

I assnred him he was right. 

There was, îndeed, no need of my dancing by way of 
attraction, s» I saw, again, so much staring, I scarce 
kiiew wfeich way to loôk ; and every glànce I met was 
folkh^ed by à whi^r from the glancer to his or 
her party. It was not, itideed, quite so bad s^s cnt 
Sâijdfty, as ëie datteers were somethitig tb look ai 
beside» ine ; but I was so very itmch Watched, and 
almost pointéd a;t> that ! havè résolu to go no 

VOL. II. M 
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more, neither to balls nor Rooms, if I can posfiibly 
aroid it. 

Lady Shelley, yfho spied us ouf, sent us an invitation 
to her party, and we ail paraded to the top of the 
room, which in thèse places is the post of honour. 
There we found also Mrs. Hatsel> Mrs. Dickens, and 
Miâs BensoD, and we ail drank tea togethcr. Dr. 
Johnson was joined by a friend of his own, Mr. Met- 
calf, and did tolerably well. 

OcT. 29th. — We had a large party at home iR 
the evening, consisting of Lady Shelley, Mr. and 
Mrs. Hatsel, Mrs. and Miss Dickens^ Miss Benson, 
H. Cotton, Mr. Swinerton, Mr. Pepys, ajid Mr. Goxe. 
Mr. Selwyn is gone away to town upon business. I 
was presently engaged by Mr. Pepys, and he was 
joined by Mr. Coxe, and he by Miss Benson. Poor 
Miss Dickens was also in our circle; but if I had not 
made her some sport by occasional ridiculous whis- 
pers, she would certainly liave gone to sieep, as no one 
else noticed her, and as not a word was said in whieh 
she had any chance of taking any interest. Mr. Pepys 
led the conversation, and it was all upon criticism 
and poetry, and such subjects as she had no chance 
to care for. But I kept her awake by applying to her 
from time to time, to give us an epigram of Martial, 
a quotation from Ovid, a few lines of Homer, and such 
sort of impracticable requests, which served to divert 
her lassitude and ennui of all else that was said. Tha 
conversation, however, grew so very bookish, .1 was 
ashamed of being one in it, and not without reason, m 
every body, out of that party, told me afterwards^ 

they had been afraid of approaching me, I was so 
well engaged;"' and the odd Dr. Delap told me the 
next moming^ that Lady Shelley had complained she 
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oottld not venture to speak with me, I was " sur* 
rounded by so many, and ail prostrate!'' 

This is just the sort of stuff I wish to avoid^ and, as 
far as I can, I do avoid ; but whoUy it is not possible. 

Mr. Coxe repeated several of bis own compositions 
in verse, and in sucb melting straîns, I thought be 
would bave wept over them! Wben I got from that 
set, Mr. Hatsel said to me, — 

" Pray, Miss Burney, wbat was ail tbat poetry 
you batve been repeating? I was'quite grieved to be 
ont of tbe way of bearing it." 

Not me, sir, it was Mr, Coxe." 

** And wbat was tbe poem?" 

" Something of bis own, sir. 

Ob, bow be stared and looked! I saw be longed 
to say wicked tbings, but I would not encourage 
bim, for tbe poems were pretty, tbougb tbe man was 
coneeited. 

Poor Mr. Pepys bad, bowever, real cause to bemoan 
my escape; for tbe little set was broken up by my 
retreat, and be joined Dr. Jobnson, witb wbom be 
entered into an argument upon some lines of Gray, 
and upon Pope's définition of wit^ in wbicb be was- so 
rougbly confnted, and so severely ridiculed, tbat be 
was burt and piqued beyond ail power of disgnise, 
and, in tbe midst of tbe discourse, suddenly turned 
firom bim, and, wisbing Mrs. Tbrale good nigbt, very 
abruptly withdrew. 

- Dr. Jobnson was certainly rigbt witb respect to the 
allument and to reason; but bis opposition was se 
warm, and bis wit so satirical and exulting, that I 
was really quite grieved to see bow unamiàble be 
appeared, and bow greatly be made bimself dreaded 
by ail, and by many abborred. Wbat pity tbat 
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will not curb the véhémence of his love of victory and 
superiority ! 

The sum of the dispute waa this. Wit being talked 
of, Mt. Pepys repéaied^^ 

" True wit is Nature to advaatage drese'd, 
What offc was thou^t^ but ue'er so well express'd.** 

That» 8ir," cried Dr. Johnson, " is a définition 
both felse and foolisb. Let wit be dressed how it wiU^ 
it will equally be wit, and neither the more nor the 
less for any advantage dress can give it/* 

Mr. P. But, sir, may not wit be so iU expressed, 
and so obscure, by a bad speaker, as to be lost? 

Dr. J. The ftiult, th^ sir, mnst be with the 
hearer. If a man cannc^ distingoish wit from words, 
he little deserves to hear it. 

Mr. P. But, sir, what Pope means 

Dr. J. Sir, what Pope means, if he means what 
he says, is both false and foolii^» In the first place» 
' what oft was thought,' is ail the worse for being often 
thought, because to be wit, it ought to be newly 
thought. 

il^. P. But, sir, 't is the expression makes it 
new. 

Dr, J. How can the expression, make it new ? It 
may make it clear, or may make it élégant ; but how 
new? You are confounding words with things. 

Mr. P. But, sir, if one man says a thing very ill, 
may net another man say it so much better that 

Dr. J. That other man, sir, deserves but small 
praise for the amendmeot ; he is but the tailor to the 
first man's thoughts. 

Mr. P. Truc, sir, he may be but the tailor; but 
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then tlie différence îs as great as between a man in a 
gold lace suit and a man in a blanket. 

Dr. J. Just so, sir, I thank you for that : tbe difFer- 
Boce is precisely sucb, since it eonsists neither in the 
gold lace suit nor die blanket, b.ut in tbe man by whom. 
ihey are worn. 

Tbis was tbe summary ; tbe yarious contemplons 
sareasms intermixed would âll, and very unpleasantly, 
Sl quire. 

Wednesday, Oct, 30th. — In the evening we ail went 
to Ml's. Bxtsers, where tbere was a large party : tbe 
Ciountess Rothes, LadySbelley, Lady Warren, formerly 
Miss darering, Miss Benson, Mrs. and Miss Did^ens» 
H. Cotton, Mr. Swinerton, two Bartons, tbe Hatèels,. 
and Mrs. and Miss Tbrale. Dr. Johnson was not in- 
vited. We Iwid a very good evening ; bat that I had a 
vile cold, and could not quit the fire a moment. 

Lady Warren is immensely tall, and extremely beau- 
tîful : she is nmr faut jost nineteen, thougfa she bas been 
married two or tfanee years. She îs giddy, gay, chatty,. 
good-hnmoured, and a little affeeted ; she hazards ail 
that occurs to her, seems to think the world at ber 
feety and is so yonng, and gay, and faandsome, tfaat 
she is not mnch mistaken. She is, in short, an inferior 
Lady Honoria Pemberton : somewhat beneath ber in 
parts and understanding, but strongly in that class of 
character. I had no conversation with ber myself; 
bat her voice is loud and deep, and ail she said was for 
the whole room. 

Take a trait or two, which I think will divert my 
daddy Crisp. Marrii^es being talked of, 

" ru tell you," cried she, a story ; that is, it sha'n't 
be a story, but a £etct. A lady of my acquaintance, 
who had 50,000/. fortune, ran away to Scotland with a 
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gentleman she liked vastly ; so she was a little doabt- 
ful of him, and had a mind to try him : so when they 
&topped to dine, and change horses, and ail that, she 
said, * Now, as I have a great regard for you, I dare 
say you have for me ;^ so I will tell you a secret : I 
have got no fortune at ail, in reality, but only 5000Z. ; 
for ail the rest is a mere pretence : but if you like me 
for myself, and not for my fortune, you won't mind 
that.' So the gentleman said, * Oh, I don't regard it at 
ail, and you are the same charming angel that ever you 
was,' and ail those sort of things that people àay to 
one, and then went ont to see about the chaise. So he 
did not corne back ; but when dinner was ready, the 
lady said, * Pray, where is he?' * Lor, ma'am,' said 
they, * why, that gentleman has been gone ever so 
long ! ' So she came back by herself ; and now she 's 
married to somebody else, and has her 50,0002. fortune 
ail safe." 

Lady Warren was extremely smitten with Mrs. 
Thrale, and talked to her almost incessantly, though 
they had never before met ; but in the end of the even- 
ing, when Mrs. T. mentioned that she was going the 
next moming to make a visit at Lewes 

" Oh," cried her ladyship, " I have a great mind to 
beg a favour of you then." 

Pray do, ma'am," said Mrs. Thrale, " I shall 
think it an honour to grant it." 

" Oh, but it's such an odd thing — its quite an odd 
request ; but it is for a place iii your coach." 

" My coach shall be very much at your ladyship 's 
service ; I beg you will make what use of it you 
please." 

Why, you must know it is to carry a little dog for 
xpe to Lewes. It belongs to Dr. Poole, and he '11 quite 
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break his beart if I don t send it him ; so TU part with 
•iiat once before l grow too fond of it." 

This was, indeed, an odd request to a new acquaint- 
ance, and to a Welsh woman, as Mrs. Thrale said 
afierwards. The look of her eye the moment sbe heard 
it made Lady Warren colour violently ; but she an- 
swered witb great good humour, — 

" Suppose your ladyship was to do me the honour 
to go too, and so carry your little dog yourself ?" 

Lady Warren evidently understood her, and began 
many apol(^es ; but said she was engaged herself to 
spend the moruing at Lady Dashwood's/' 

" I had hoped," said Mrs, Thrale, " your ladyship 
had meant your little boy; for I sliould hâve been 
very proud to bave been trusted with him ; but I 
suppose you could not spare him so long." 

She bas one child, of ten weeks old, of which she is 
doatingly fond. 

Oh, no," she answered eagerly, " not for half an 
hour. I shall never trust him away from me till he is 
eiglit years old, and then I shall send him to sea. He 
shall be true blue. I bring him up very stout. He 
sucked a hare bone for dinner to-day." 

" A hare bone for a child of ten weeks old ! " 

" Oh, he liked it vastly. He laughed and crowed 
the whole time. I often bave veal stewed into good 
strong broth for him." 

Her husband. Sir John Borlase Warren, is in the 
navy. Mrs. Thrale soon saw that though she was 
careless and unthinking, she did not mean to be in- 
solent, so that she afterwards very gracefuUy offered to 
carry the dog, and assured her nobody would more 
carefiilly perform her commission, She thought, 
however, better of the matter than to send him. 
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ikBd she to}d Mrs. jHatsel she found she was m a 
scrape." 

My own chat was ail with Mrs. Hatsel or Lady 
Rptlie», with whom I uever spoke before, though I 
hnY^ often aoen her. The talk was by no mew» 
writable ; but very pleasant. Lady Rothes is sociable, 
lively, sensible^ gentle, and amiable. She, Lady 
^eUey, and Mrs» Hatsel, are ail of the same cast ; but 
Lady Rothes in understs^ding seems to baye the ad^ 
Tantage. In manners it would be hard to say which 
ei^eeUed. 

Thursday, Oct. 31st. — A i\ote came this morning 
to invite us ail, except Dr. Johnson, to Lady Rothes's. 
I>r* Johnson bas tortured poor Mr. Pepys so mueh 
that I fancy her ladyship omitted hiasa in complimex^t 
to her brother-in-law. She mentions me in the civilest 
terms ; and, as I like her much, I will hide my blusbes 
and recoUect them. 

" May I flatter myself that Miss Bumey will do me 
the farour to acoompany you ? I shàU be much oblig^d 
uni particularly happy to cultiirate sq ^harmingVan 
aequaintance." 

There 's a Countess for you ! Does not she deserve 
being an Earl ? for such in fact she is, being Ciountess 
in her own right, and giving her own name to her 
children, who, though soj^s and daughters pf Mr* 
Evelyn and Dr. Pepys, — for she bas been twjce 
laarried,— are called, the eldest Lord Lesley, and the 
rest the Honourable Mr. Lesleys, and Lady Harriet and 
Lady Mary. 

At uoon^ Mr. Pepys called and fpund only me, and 
sate with me till dressing-time. He brought me a 
bock I was very glad to see. He bas coUectad Into one 
volume ail the political works of Mr. Burke, and ha» 
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marked in tbe margip ail the passages tbat will be 
çatertaining or instructive to non-poUticians, They 
|bre indeed charming, éloquent^ spirited, national, yet 
sentinaental. He told me be bad two long letôers from 
Mrs. Cbapone to shew me, aU about me and mine, but 
be bad them not in bis pocket. 

At Lady Rotbes's we met only ber doctor, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Pepys. Tbe talk wap ail literary, but not 
pedantic ; and tbe evening was very agreeable. 

Fbiday, Nov^ IsT. — We spent at borne witb only 
pur two young beaus. I was quite glad of not going: 
out ; for, tbougb tbe places bave dom very well, and 
been very lively wben we bave assembled at tbem, I 
bave been heartily tired of sucb perpétuai préparation, 
dressing, and visitîng. 

Satujbdav, Nov. 2i).~We went lo Lady Sbelley's» 
J)r. Jobnson, again, excepted in tbe invitation. He ii^ 
almost constantly omitted, eitber from too mueb respect 
or too mucb fear. I am sorry fyr it, as be bâtes b^ing 
alane> and as, tbougb be scolds tbe otbers, be is well 
enou^ satiçfied bimself ; and, baving given vent to aU 
bis own occasional anger or ill-bumour^ be is ready to 
begin again, a^d is never aware tbat tbose who bave 
so been downed" by bim, never can mucb covet so 
triumphant a visitor. In cantesl^ of wit, tbe victor is^ 
m ill off in future conséquences as tbe vanquisb^d in 
présent ridicule. 

Monda Y, Nov, 4th.— -Tbis was a grand and bu9y 
day. Mr. SwinerAoa bas been sçxme time arranging a 
meeting for ail our bouse, witb Lady De Ferrar», wbom 
you may remember as Cbarlotte Ëllerker, and ber lord 
and sisters : and tbis morning it took place, by mutual 
©ppointment, at iôs lodgiugs, where met to break- 
fast. Dr. Jobnson, who already knew Lord De Ferrars, 
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and Mrs. and Miss Thrale, and myself, arrived first ; 
and then came the Lord and Lady, and Miss Ellerker 
and her youngest sister, Harriet. Lord De Ferrars is 
very ugly, but extremely well-bred, gentle, unassum- 
ing, sensible^ and pleasing. His lady is much im- 
proved since we knew her in former days, and seems 
good-humoured, lively, and rather agreeable. Miss 
Ellerker is nothing altered. 

I happened to be standing by Dr. Johnson when all 
the ladies came in ; but, as I dread him before strangers» 
from the staring attention he attracts both for himself 
and all with whom he talks, I endeavoured to change 
my ground. However, he kept prating a sort of comical 
nonsense that detained me some minutes whether I 
would or not ; but when we were all taking places at 
the breakfast table I made another effort to escape. It 
proved vain ; he drew his chair next to mine, and went 
rattling on in a humourous sort of comparison he was 
drawing of himself to me, — not one word of which 
could I enjoy, or can I remember, from the hurry I 
was in to get out of his way. In short, I felt so 
awkward from being thus marked out, that I was 
reduced to wbisper a request to Mr. Swinerton to put 
a chair between us^ for which I presently made a 
«pace: for I have often known him stop all conver- 
sation with me, when he bas ceased to have me for his 
next neighbour. Mr. Swinerton, who is an extremely 
good-natured young man^ and so intimate here that I 
make no scruple with him, instantly complied, and 
placed himself between us. 

But no sooner was this donc, than Dr. Johnson, half 
seriously, and very loudly, took him to task. 

" How now, sir ! what do you mean by this ? Would 
you separate me from Miss Burney ?" 
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Mr. Swinerton, a littlestartled, began some apologies, 
and Mrs. Thrale winked at him to give up the place ; 
but he was willing to oblige me, though he grew 
more and more frightened every minute, and coloured 
yiolentlj as the Doctor continued his remonstrance, 
which he did with rather unmerciful raillery, upon his 
taking advantage of being in his own house to thus 
supplant him, and crow ; but when he had borne it for 
about ten minutes, his face became so hot with the fear 
of bearing something worse, that he ran from the field, 
and took a chair between Lady De Ferrars and Mrs. 
Thrale. 

I think I shali take warning by this failare, to trust 
only to my own expédients for avoiding his public 
notice in future. Bowever it stopped here; for Lord 
De Ferrars came in, and took the disputed place with- 
out knowing of the contest, and ail was quiet. 

Âll that passed afterwards was too gênerai and too 
common to be recoUected. 

I walked out afterwards, up Newmarket Hill, with 
Mrs. Thrale and Mr. Swinerton. This young man is 
yery sweet tempered, and good, and soft-hearted ; but 
alas ! he is also soft-headed. 

We met, upon the Newmarket Hill, a large troop of 
horse and a pack of hounds returning from hunting. 
Among the gentlemen one stopped Mr. Swinerton, who, 
we were told, is the object here at this time, — Mr. 
Kaye of the dragoons, — a baronet's son, and a very 
tall, handsome, and agreeable-looking young man; 
and, as the folks say, it is he for whom ail the belles 
here are sighing. I was glad to see he seemed quite 
free from the nonchalante impertinence of the times. 

At dinner we had Mr. Swinerton and Mr. Selwyn^ 
who is just returned. 
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Miss Thrstle, wlio had xD6t with Miss Beimm, brought 
xue a long message from her, tl^ I bsÀ used ber rery 
îll, and would make lier no réparation ; for sfae had 
boen readiog my book till she was so blind with crjîog^ 
she had disfigured berself m such a maoner sbt i&Hjlà 
not dress; axkd mast give up goiog to the bail in tàe 
«vening, tboi^h it was ibe last ; and tfaxMigh she had 
BOt yet near corne to the end, sbe was so knocked up 
vith blubberingy she must give np everj engagement 
in order to go on with it, being quite uafit £>r any 
tbing else ; but éie desired Mifis Thnde to lell me sbe 
thought it very unwarrantable in me to put her nerves 
in such a state! 

"Ay," cried Dr. Johnson, **some pécule want U 
make ont some crédit to me from the little rogue's 
book. I was told by a gentleman this morning, that 
it was a very fine book, if it was ail her own. * It is 
aU her own/ ^aid I, 'for me, I am sure, for I never 
saw one word of it before it was printed.*" 

This gentleman I bave good r6a£on to believe is 
Mr. Metcalf. Capt. Phillips I diure say remembers that 
he supped with us at Sir Joshua Reynolds the eveming 
that James came from Portsmouth« He is much with 
Dr. Johnson, but seems to bf^ye taken an unaccountable 
dislike to Mrs. Thrale, to whom he never apeaks. I 
have seen him but once or twice myself ; and as he i& 
dry, and I am shy, very little has passed between us. 

Wben ail our company was gone, late as it was, it 
was settled we sbould go to the bail, the last for the 
season being this night. My own objections about 
goipg not being strong enough to combat the ado my 
mentioning them would have occasioned, I joined in 
the party without demur. We ail went but Dr. 
Johnson. 
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The bail was fcâlf over, and ail the company seated 
to tea# Mr, Wadé* came to receive us ail, as usual, 
ftnd we hàà a table proeured for us, and went to tea 
ourselves, for somethiog to do, When tbis repast was 
over, tbe ecMBipaoy retumed to their récréation. The 
room wae Tery tbîn, and almost half the ladies danced 
widi one atnother, liiougk tbere were men enough pre-^ 
^ea^ l belieye, had they chosen such ëscertion ; but the 
M eadowses at balls are in crowds. Some of the ladies 
w^e in rkling habits, and they made admirable men. 
'Tis tûmdsk to be so much undressed at the last bail. 

None of our usual friends, the Shelleys, Hatsels, 
Dickens, of P^ys, were here, and we, therefore, made 

party; but Mrs. Tbrale and I stood at the top of 
the room to look on the danemg, and as we were thus 
disengaged, she was seized with a violent désire to 
màke one attiong tbem, and I felt myself an equal in- 
clinatioii. ^le proposed, as so many women danced 
together, that we two should, and nothing should I 
hâve liked so well ; bttt I begged her to give up the 
scâieme^ as that wouïd hâve occasioned more fuss and 
observation than our dancing with ail the men that 
«ver were bom. 

While we were debating this matter, a gentleman 
suddenly said to me, — " Did you walk far this mom- 
ing, Miss Burney ?" And, looking at him, I saw Mr. 
Metcalf, whose graciousness rather surprised me, for 
he only made to MrS; Tbrale a cold and distant bow, 
and it seems he déclares, aloud and around, his aver- 
sion to literary ladies. That he can endure, and even 
lâteek me, is, I présume, only from the gênerai perverse- 
ness of mankind, because he sees I have always turned 

* The master of the cérémonies. 
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from bim ; not, howeyer, from disliking him, for he is 
a shrewd, sensible, keen, and very clerer man; but 
merely from a dryness on bis own side tbat bas êx« 
cited retaliation. 

*• Yes," I answered, " we walked a good way." 
Dr. Johnson/' said he, told me in the morning. 
you were no walker ; but I informed him then I had 
had the pleasure of seeing you upon the Neunnarket 
Hill." 

" Oh, he does not know," cried I, " whether I am a 
walker or not — he does not see me walk, because he 
never walks himself." 

" He bas asked me," said he, to go with him to 
Chichester, to see the cathedral, and I told him I woidd 
certainly go if he pleased; but why, I cannot imagine,- 
for how shall a blind man see a cathedral?" 

I believe/' quoth I, bis blindness is as much. the 
effect of absence as of infirmity, for he sees wonderfiiUy. 
at times." 

Why, he has assured me he cannot see the colour 
of any man's eyes, and does not know what eyes any. 
of bis acquaintance baye." 

"I am sure, however," cried I, "he can see the 
colour of a lady's top-knot, for he very often finds fault 
withit." 

" Is tbat possible?" 

" Yes, indeed ; and I was much astonisbed at it at- 
first when I knew bim^ for I had concluded tbat the 
utmost of bis sight would only reach to tell him whether; 
he saw a cap or a wîg." 

Here he was called away by some gentleman, but 
presently came to me again. 

" Miss Burney," he said, " shall you dance?" 
No, sir, not to-night." 
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" A gentlemen,*' he added, " has desired me to speak 
ta you for him." 

Now, Susanna, for the grand moment! — tbe height 
— the zénith of my glory in the ton meridian ! I again 
said I did not mean to dance, and to silence ail objec- 
tion, he e^cpressively said, — 

" *Tis Captain Kaye who sends me." 

Is not this magnificent ? Pray congratulate me ! 

I was really yery much surprised, but repeated my 
refusai, with ail customary civilities to soften it. He 
was leaving me with this answer, when this most flashy 
young officer, choosing to trust bis cause to himself^ 
came forward, and desîred to be introduced to me. 
Mr. Metcalf performed that ceremony, and he then, 
with a» much respect and déférence as if soliciting a 
countess, said, — 

" May I flatter myself you will do me the honour of 
dancing with me ?" 

I tbanked him, and said the same thing over again. 
He looked much disappointed, and very unwilling to 
giye up bis plan. 

" If you bave not," he said, " any particular dislike 
to dancing, it will be doing, not only me, but the 
wbole room much honour, if you will maké one in a 
set." 

"You do me much honour, sir," I answered, "but I 
must beg you to excuse me." 

** I hope not," cried he ^ "I hope ont of charity you 
will dance, as it is the last bail, and the company is sa 
thin." 

" Oh, it will do very well witbout me ; Mr. Wade 
himself says he dies to-night a very respectable death ?" 

" And will you not bave the goodness to help it on a 
little in its last stage ?" 
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" No,'* said I, laughing ; " why shoald we iri«h ît to 
• be kept lingering ? " 

" Lingering ! " repeated he, looking round at thé dan- 
gers ; no, surely it is net quite so dèsperate ; and if 
you will but join in, you wili give it new existence." 

I was a little thrown off my guard at this unexpected 
«arnestness, so différent to the ton of the day, and I 
began hardly to know \rhat to answer, my real objec- 
tion being such as I could by no means pubiish, though. 
bis urgency and bis politeness joined wonid bave madé 
me give up any other. 

*• This is a very quiet dance," hé continued ; ** thefé 
is nothing fatiguing in it." 

" You are very good," said I, "but I cannot rerily 
dance to-night." 

I was sorry to seem so obstinate, but he was just 
the man to make every body inquire wfaom he danced 
with ; and any one who wished for gênerai attention 
could do no better fhan to be bis partner. 

The ever-mischievous Mrs. Thraie, ealling to Mr; 
Selwyn, who stood by us, said, — 

Why, here *s a man in love ! — quite, downright in 
love with Miss Burney, if ever I saw one ! " 

" He is quite mortified, at least," he answered; " I 
never saw a man look more mortified.'* 

" Well, he did not deserve it," said she ; " he knew 
how to beg, and he ought not to bave been so served." 

I begged her to be silent, for Mr. Metcalf returned 
to me. 

" Were you too much tired/' he said, " with your 
walk this morning, to try at a dance?" 

I excused myself as well as I could, and we presently 
went into the card-room to vary the scène. When 
we returned to the ball-room I was very glad to see 
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my new captain had just taken oui Lady Anne Lindgay, 
who is here with Lady Margaret Fordyce, and who 
dances remarkably well, and was every way a more 
suitable partner for him. He was to leave the town, 
wîth his régiment, the next day. 

ÏUESDAY. — Mrs. Thrale took me ont to walk wîth 
her. We met Lady De Ferrars and Miss Ellerker in 
our ramble, and the very moment the bail was men- 
tioned, this dear and queer créature called out, — 

Ay , there was a sad ado, ladies dancing with ladies, 
and ail sorts of odd thi'ngs ; and that handsome and fine 
Mr. Kaye broke his heart almost to dance with Miss 
Burney ; but she refused him, and so, in despair, he 
took out Lady Anne Lindsay." 

Wednesday. — Dr. Delap called to-day and brought 
a play with him for Mrs. Thrale and me to read, and 
he has most vehemently and repeatedly begged me to 
Write a critique upon it. I will not, however, under- 
take any such thing, which I not only do not hold 
myself equal to, but which would be a most disagreeable 
and thankless task. I shall, nevertheless, mark such. 
places and passages as I think would be obviously 
mended by some change, for he is so very earnest, it 
would be either ill nature or treachery to refuse him. 

At night we had Dr. Pepys and Lady Rothes, and 
were very sociable and pleasant. ^ 

Thursday. — Mr. Metcalf called upon Dr. Johnson, 
and took him out an airing. Mr. Uamilton is gone, 
and Mr. Metcalf is now the only person out of this 
house that voluntarily communicates with the Doctor. 
He has been in a terrible severe humour of late, and 
bas really frightened ail the people, till they almost 
ran from him. To me only I think he is now kind^ 
for Mrs. Thrale fares worse than any body. 'Tis very 

VOL. lî. * N 
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straBge and verj nielaiich<dj that he wiU not a little 
more aeeommedate his miuinere and language to those 
of otfaer people* He likes Mr. Metcalf, bowevwr, and 
80 do ly for he is rery clerer and entertainiog when he 
pleases. Capt. Phillips will remember that was ûot 
the case when we saw him at Sir Joshoa*». He has^ 
bowever, ail the de quai. 

Poor Dr. Delap oonfessed to us, that the reason he 
now came so seldom, thongh he formerly almost lived 
with U8 when at this place, was his being too unwell to 
cope with Dr. Johnson. And fhe other day Mr. Sel- 
wyn having refosed an invitation from Mr. Hàmilton 
to meet the Doctor^ because he preferred being here 
upon a day when he was ont, suddenly rose at the time 
he was ezpected to retnm^ and said he must run away, 

for fear the Doctor should call him to aeconnt." 

Friday. — We stroUed ail the moming, and spent 
the evening with Lady S., where we met Miss Bensott, 
Dr. Delap^ and Mr. Selwyn. Sir John is very civil 
to me, and, as it is the ton to do hére, he, among the 
Test, has discovered a new excellence. Dr. Delap, in 
his odd manner, said here the other moming, — 

Sir John S. told me he had met yesterday Miss 
Bumey, but he neither said she talked well nor wrote 
well ; he only said she walked well ; he never, he said, 
saw any woman walk so well !" 

Comic enough ; but this is a mere spécimen, by the 
by, of the varions new discoveries made in the polite 
world, of my endowments— discoveries which would 
make you grin amain, if I had rx)om to write them. 
It is not raodesty stops u]c, for tbey are far too sub- 
lime for vanity, and, consequently for shame. 

Satubdat. — We had Miss Benson and Mr. Sel- 
wyn, and a tery good chatty quiet day. Miss Benson 
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lias given me a iittle commission to do for ber with 
Dr. Delap, concerning some books belonging to Lonisa 
Harris, on purpose, she says, to niake me call upon ber 
when I retum to town. I like the office very well, for 
ber bardness and dîsagreeableness wear off more and 
more, and there is so mncb of that rare qnalitj, sonnd 
sensé, in ber composition, tbat it makes amends for 
mnch deficiency in ber address and manner. 

Su5DAY, Nov. IOth, brings in a new person. Tbe 
Honourable Miss Monckton,''*' wbo is here with ber 
motber, tbe Dowager Lady Galway» bas sent varions 
messages of ber eamest désire to be acqaainted witk 
Mrs. Tbrale and yoor banible servant to command. 
Dr. Jobnson sbe already knew, for sbe is one of tbose 
wbo stand foremost in collecting ail extraordinary or 
curions peopk to ber London conversaziones, wbicb, 
like tbose of Mrs. Vesey, mix the rank and tbe litera- 
ture, and exclude ail beside. Well — after divers inti- 
mations of this sort, it was at last settled that Lady De 
Ferrars sbould bring ber bere this moming. 

In tbe evening came Lady De Ferrars» MissMonck- 
ton, and Miss Ellerker. Miss Monckton is between 
tbirty and forty, very short, very fat, but handsome ; 
splendidly and fimtastically dressed, rouged not un- 
iMSComingly, yet evidently and palpably désirons of 
gaining notice and admiration. She bas an easy levity 
in her air, manner, voice and discourse, tbat speak ail 
within to be comfortable ; and her rage of seeing any 
thing curions may be satisfied, if she pleases, by look- 
ing in a mirror. 

I oan give you no accoont of tbe conversation, as it 
was broken, and not entertaining. Miss Monckton 

* Afterwards the Countess of Corke and Orrery, — lately de- 
ceased. 
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went early^ haviag another engagement, but the other 
ladies stayed very late. She told us, hbwever, oue 
story extremely well worth recording. The Duke 
of Devonshire was standing near a yery fine glass 
lustre in a corner of a room, at an assembly, and in a 
house of people who. Miss Monckton said, were by no 
means in a style of life to hold expense as immaterial ; 
and, by carelessly lollirig back, he threw the lustre 
down and it was broke. He shewed not, however, the 
smallest coneern or confusion at the accident, butcooUy 
said, " I wonder how I did that ! " lie then removed 
to the opposite corner, and to shew, I suppose, he had 
forgotten what he had donc, leaned his head in the 
same manner, and down came the opposite lustre! 
He looked at it very calmly, and, with a philosophical 
dryness, merely said, "This is singular enough!" and 
walked to another part of the room, without either 
distress or apology. 

After .Miss Monckton was gone, Lady De Fermrs 
drew a chair next mine, and began talking of " Cecilîa." 

" We have plagued my lord," said she, "to death 
about it, because he always says that old Delville was 
in the rigbt not to give up a good family name ; but I 
was never so glad as when I found the old gentleman's 
own name was my Lord De Ferrars ; for he, you know, 
is a Compton ; so I told him I was sure it was himself, 
and he owned that if he had been a Delville, he should 
have donc the same with a Beverley." 

Is not this triumph for me, my cLearest Susy ? Pray 
let my daddy Crisp hear it, and knock under. Mr. 
Bewley, too, shall be told it, who bas made the same 
objection with my daddy to the improbability of relin- 
quishing a fortune for a name. Neither my daddy, my 
father, nor Mr. Bewley are here judges to oppose to 
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Lord De Ferrars, who, being a man of rank, and hav* 
ing a cherisbed name himself, is more fit to décide 
Qpon this question than wit, nnderstanding, judgnient, 
or gênerai knowledge, can make any others who have 
not the power to so well feel the temptation of family 
pride in exciting sucfa obstacles to reason and happi* 
ness. I never meant to vindicate old Delville, wbom I 
detested and made détestable; but I aiways asserted 
that, bis cbaracter and situation considered, he did 
nothing tbat such a man would besitate in doing. 

Mrs. Thrale bas since met Lord De Ferrars, and 
talked orer ail tbe book to bim ; and be told ber tbat 
he tbougbt its great merit was tbe reasonableness of 
tbe Delvilian distress witb respect to cbanging tbeir 
name! 

I felt, bowever; a little asbamed wben Lady De 
Ferrars told me ber lord's name, ivbicb be bas, witb 
bis title, in rîght of bis motber ; but as I bad tied it to 
a family celebrated for its antiquity, I saw tbey were 
none of tbem displeased. Lord De Ferrars told Mrs< 
Tbrale bimself tbat be is descended from Elfrida, and 
bas tbe castle of Tamwortb, originally built by ber, 
now in bis possession. So bere is a Delvilian ancestry 
witb great exactness. I always told my dear daddy 
tbat bis reasoning against tbe Dehille préjudice, bow-^ 
ever unanswei*able for trutb, by no means disproved 
the existence of such préjudice, as ail those very bigb* 
born and long genealc^ists agrée. Mrs. Tbrale berself 
says tbat ber own motber would bave acted precisely as 
Mrs. Delville acted. And Mrs. Tbrale's father was 
descended from Adam of Salsbnry. 

I assure, you," bowever, continued ber ladysbip, 

my lord was so fond of tbe book, be could never part 
witb it, and so mucb interested in the story he could 
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think of nothing else. He cried, violieQtly, too, I 
assure you ; fio I hope that will gî^e you a good idea of 
his heart" 

Mrs. Thrale and Mise EUerker ihm joined in the 
conversation, and much discussioa feUowed aboat 
family names and £imily honoor* Lady De Ferram 
said — 

Tbis is yery rude, I confess, to talk so of the book 
before Miss Buraey ; but wben onee one bas begun 
there is no dropping tbe subject." 

I was glad, however, wben it was dropped, as I 
think it as little my business to vindieale as to censure 
my characters ; and, therefwe, from caring to do nei- 
ther, I am always at a loss and uncomfortable wben 
they are mentioned. 

TuESDAY. — We went in a party to breakfast with 
Dr^ Delap, at Lewes, by his earnest désire. Mr. Sel- 
wyn acoompanied us. The Doctor again urged his 
request that I would write a criticism upon his new 
play; but I aesured him, very truly, I Was too ignomnt 
of stage business and stage effects to undertake ofiering 
any help or advice to him ; yet I poînted out several 
Unes that I tjiougfat wanted altération, and proposed a 
change in two or three scènes, for he would not let me 
rest without either praising wbat I did not like, or 
giving explicit reasons wby I did not praise. Mrs. 
Thrale bas promisod hioi an epilotgue. 

I am now so much in arrears that I must be more 
brief in my aecounts. We spent this evening at Lady 
De Ferrars, wbere Dr. Johnson accompanied us, for 
the first time he has been invited of our parties since 
my arrivai. The eompany was select, but dull. Miss 
Monckton, Sir Henry Dashwood, Mr. Manners— son- 
of Lord Robert— Mr. Musgrave— a buckish kind of 
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youDg qmlh of fiteiiioa-^the two Miss EUerkers, and 
ourftelyes. Miss Monckton only eonfirmed my fipst 
notions of her, and the rest gave no notions worth 
meniioning* 

MovDAY and Tubsdat I kaye no lime, exeept to tell 
you a cottiical taie which Mrs. Thrale ran to aoqaaint 
me with. fihe had been calling up(Hi Mr. Scrase, aq. 
oifd and dear fiiend, who is confined with the gout; 
and whik she was inquiring about him of his nurse and 
lunisekeeper, tlne woman said, — 

Ah, madam, bow bappy are you to hâve Minerva 
in the faouse with you ! " 

" Oh," cried Mrs. Thrale, " you mean my dear Misa 
Baraey, that wrote ^Gecilia.' 60 you have read it; 
and what part did yon like ? " 

. Oh, madam, I Uk^ it ali hetter than any thing 
I ever saw in my Ufe ; but most of ail I liked that go€id 
old gentleman, Mr. Aibany, thaJ; goes about t^ing 
paople their duty, without so maeh as thinkingof their 
fine clothes*' 

Whea Mrs. Thrale told us this at dinner, Dr. Johok 
son said,^ — 

am ali of the oUl hoiiseke^r's mio^; Mr» 
Albany I ha^ve always stood up for; he is one of my first 
&voarites. V^ery fine indeed are the thingis he saya/* 

My dear Dr. Johnson ! — what «ond^crasion îs ihis! 
He fiiiliy, idso^ enters inéo ail my meanûng in the kigbf- 
flown langmage of Albany^ irom his partial insanity mi 
unappeasable remorse. 

&o here oeadodes Bnghthehnstone for 17S2. 

Wednbsday, Nov. 20th, Mrs. and the three Miss 
Thrales and iny»elf ail arose at six o'dock in the morn- 
ing, and ** by the pale blink of Ûhe moou " wé went to 
the sea-side, where we had bespoke the batlwng-women 
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to be ready for us, and into the océan we plunged. It 
was cold, but pleasant. I bave bathed so often as to 
lose my dread of the opération, whieh now gives me 
notbing but animation and vigour. We then retumed 
home, and dressed by candle-Iight, and, as soon as 
we could get Dr. Johnson ready, we set out upon our 
journey, in a coach and a chaise, and arrived in Argyll 
Street at dinner time. Mrs.Thrale bas there fixed her 
tent for this short winter, which will end with the be- 
ginnmg of April, when her foreign journey takes place. 

St. Martin's Street. — The day after my return 
home, Pacchierotti came and spent part of the after- 
noon here. Mr. Sastres also was with us. The Pac. was 
very sweet and amiable, in exceeding good humour, 
and tolerably in spirits. But what was my delight to 
receive, by Charlotte, a message from Mrs. Fitzgerald^ 
to invite me to a place in her box at the Opéra. She 
called for us, and we both went. Her box is a new one, 
only up two pair of stairs, the fourth from the stage, 
and holds six. It is, indeed, the most delightful box m 
the bouse, from not being so much in sight as to render 
very much dress necessary, yet enough to bave every 
convenience of seeing both performers and company. 

The opéra was the new serions one, Medonte." I 
am not enchanted with it ; there is a gênerai want of 
something striking or interesting, Pacchierotti sang 
most sweetly, without force, effort, or pain to himself, 
but with an even excellence he is seldom well enough 
to keep throughout a whole opéra. He is but too 
perfect; for how we shall bear bis successors I cannot 
guess. 

He found me out, and gave me several smiles duriag 
the performance ; indeed, he could never look either to 
the right or kft without a necessity of making some 

/ 
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sort of acknowledgment in retiirn to the perpétuai bows 
made him from almost every box in the house. 

Nov. 24th. — Mrs. Thrale was with me ail the mom- 
ing^ up stairs in my cold bedcfaamber; and ail the 
«vening I spent with my mother, in reading ''Âdele 
and Théodore f a book you must purchasë, for there 
are so many good directions about éducation, that^ 
though the gênerai plan is impracticable, ezcept to 
very rich and very independent people, there are a 
thousand useful hihts for folks in real life. Its worst 
&ult seems tediousness, much répétition and minute- 
ness, making it necessary to skîp, from time to time, ia 
order to keep up any attention ; but the whole, as a 
work, has great merit indeed, both in design and exé- 
cution* Some of the épisodes are pretty, but the plot 
of the stories is commonly either trite or unnatural^ 
though the circumstances attending them are very 
interesting and very well told. 

Dec. 2d.— This evening Mrs. Thrale had a large 
party, and invited Charlotte to it, which I was very 
glad of, as she was much delighted. My £Bither took 
us both, for I could not go to dinner, and we were very 
late. 

Dear Mrs. Thrale received me, as usual, as if I was- 
the first person of her company. There was not & 
créature there with whom I was not acquainted, except 
the Duca di Sangro, a Neapolitan nobleman, very 
much in fashion .at présent among the young ladies 
comme il faut ^ with two or three of whom he has trifled 
not very honourably. He is veiy young and very 
handsome, and very insinuating in his address and 
manners. 

The rest were Lady Rothes, who very politely] and 
obligingly apologised for not having waited upon me 
in town, and Dr. Pepys, Mrs. Ord, who made me 
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promise to spend Thunsdfty with her, to meet a relatioa 
of hers lataly corne to town, Mrs. Byron, who asked 
me for the same day, and whom I rejoiced in being 
able to refiise withoat affironting ; Mr. and Mrs. Daver 
nant, Harry Cotton, Mr. Swinerton ; PioBud, wbo sang 
very well, and whose voiee is tfais year in very good 
order; Mr. Evans, Mr. Seward, Mr. Sastres; Mr. 
Thomtofi, the new member for the borough, a man 
of Presbyterian extraction, npon which he bas grafted 
of late much ton and nonchalance^ and who was pteased 
to foUow me about with a sort of hard and unmeaniag 
curiosity, very disagreeable to me, and to himself very 
much like notfaiog; Mr. and Mrs. Pepys, Mrs. Scot, 
and Dr. and Mrs. Paiicer. 

TuBSDAT. — Pacchierotti called in the moming, and 
was very sweet and amiable. I received, also, a most 
perfomed note, on French paper, gilt, bordered, glazed, 
inclosed in a iinely decorated cover, and sealed with a 
miniken figure^ from Miss Monekton, to invite me for 
Ae 8th, to meet Mrs. Thrale« I aoeepted the invita- 
tion with ^easure ; her parties are the most brilliant 
io town, and she is acqiiainted wiA many people I 
wish to meet. In small parties, or intimate acquaint- 
anees, it is neeessary to like the mistress of the house ; 
but in large assemblies, it is but Hke going to a better 
r^nlated public place. 

Wedkesday. — I called in the moming upon Miss 
Palmer, with whom I sat some time. Her uncle bas 
been very dangerously ill, but is now quite recovered. 
I then went and spent ail the day with sweet Mrs, 
7%rale, who shut out ail oompany, and gave me berself 
to myself, and it was much the happiest time I have 
spent, away front my father^ since I left Brighton. Dr* 
Johnson was at home, and in most excellent good 
hnmour and spirits. 
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Dec. 8th. — Now for Miss Monckton's assembljr. 

I had begged Mrs. Thrale to. call for me, that I 
xnight bave her countenance and assistance upon my 
entrance. Miss Thrale came also. Every 'thing was 
in a new style. We got out of the coach into a hall 
ftill of servants, not one of which inquired our names, 
or took any notice of us. We proceeded, and went up 
stairs, and when we arrived at a door, stopped and 
looked behind us. No servant had followed or pre- 
ceded us. We deliberated what was to be done. To 
announce ourselves was rather awkward, neither could 
we be sure we were going into the right apartment. 
I proposed our going up higher, tîU we met with some- 
body; Miss Thrale thought we should go down and 
call some of the servants; but Mrs. Thrale, after a 
ridiculous consultation, determined to try her fortune 
by opening the door. This being done, we entered a 
Tooxja. full of — tea-things, and one maid-servant ! 

Well," cried Mrs. Thrale, laughing, "what is to 
be done now ? I suppose we are corne so early that 
nothing is ready." 

The maid stared, but said, — " There's company in 
the next room." 

Then we considered again how to make ourselves 
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known ; and then Mrs. Thrale again resolved to take 
courage and enter. She therefore opened anotber door, 
and went into another apartment. I held back, but 
looked after, and observing that sbe made no courtsey, 
concluded she was gone into some wrong place. Miss 
Thrale foUowed, and after her went little I, wondering 
who was to receive, or what was to become of us. 

Miss Monckton lives with her mother, the old Dow- 
ager Lady Galway, in a noble house in Charles Street, 
Berkeley Square. The roora was large and magni- 
iicent. There was not rnuch coinpany, for we were 
very early. Lady Galway sat at the side of the fire, 
and received nobody. She seems very old, and was 
dressed with a little round white cap^ and not a single 
hair, no cushion, roil, nor any thing else but the little 
round cap, which was âat upon her forehead. Such 
part of the company as already knew her made their 
compliments to her where she sat, and the rest were 
never taken up to her, but belonged whoUy to Miss 
Monckton. 

Miss Monckton's own manner of receiving her guests 
was scarce more laborious ; for she kept her seat when 
they entered, and only turned round her head to nod 
it, and say " How do do?" after which they found 
what accommodation they could for themselves. 

As soon, however, as she perceived Mrs. and Miss 
Thrale, which was not till they had been some minutes 
in the room, she arose to welcome them, contrary to 
her gênerai custom, and merely because it was their 
first visit. Our long trains making my entrance some 
time after theirs^ gave me the advantage of being im- 
mediately seen by her, and she advanced to me with 
quickness, and very politely thanked me for coming, 
and said, — 
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" I fear you think me yeiy rude for taking the 
liberty of sending to you," 

" No, indeed, you did me much honour," quoth L 

She then broke ftirther into her g^>eral rules, by 
making way for me to a good place, and seathig me 
herself, and then taking a chair next me, and begin- 
ning a little chat. I really felt myself much obliged to 
her for this seasKmable attention, for I was presently 
aeparated from Mrs. Thrale, and entirely surrounded 
bj strangerSy all dressed superbly, and ail looking 
saucily; and as nobody's names were spoken, I had 
Bo chance to discover any acquaintances. Mr. Met- 
calf, indeed, came and spoke to me the instant I 
came in, and I shduld hâve been very happy to have 
had him for my neighbour ; but he was engaged in 
attending to Dr. Johnson, who was standing near the 
fire, and environed with listeners. 

Some new people now coming in, and placing them- 
9clves in a regular way. Miss Monckton exdaimed,— 
"My whole care îs to prevent a circle;" and hastily 
ri&ing, she pulled aboot the chairs, and planted the 
people in groups, with as dexterous a disorder as you 
would désire to see. 

The Company in gênerai were dressed with more 
brilliancy than at any roiTt I ever was at, as most of 
them were going to the Duchess of Cumberland's, 
and attired for that purpose. Just behind me sat 
Mrs. Hampden, still Tery beautiful, but insufiferably 
aiFected. Ânother lady, in fuU dress, and very pretty, 
came in soon after, and got herself a chair just be- 
fore me; and then a conversation b^^u between 
her and Mrs. Hampden, of which I will give you a 
spécimen. 

How disagreeable thèse sacques are ! I am so 
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incommoded with thèse Dadty raffles ! I am going to 
Cumberland House — are you?" 

" To be sure," said Mrs. Hampden ; " what else, do 
you tfaink, would make me bear this weight of dress ? 
I can't bear a sacque." 

" Why, I thought you said you sbould always wear 
them?" 

Oh, y es, but I have changed my mind since thcn 
«—as many people do." 

Well, I think it yastly disagreeable indeed," said 
tbe otber; '^you can't think how Fm encumbered 
with thèse ruffles!" 

Oh, I am quite oppressed with them," said Mrs. 
Hampden ; " I can hardly bear myself up/' 

And I dined in this way I " eried the other ; " only 
think — dining in a sacque !" 

" Oh," answered Mrs. Hampden, " it really puts me 
quite out of spirits." 

Well, have you enough? — and has my daddy raved 
enough ? 

After this they found some subject less popular, and 
the lady unknown leaned over me, without any cere- 
mony, to whisper with Mrs. Hampden. I shonld have 
offered her my place if she had made any apology, but 
as it was, I thought she might take her own way. In 
the course of the evening, however, I had the pleasure. 
to observe a striking change in her manners ; for as 
soon as she picked up, I know not how, my name, she 
ceased her whispering, looked at me with the civilest 
smiles, spoke to me two or three times, and calling to 
a fine beau, said, — 

Do pray sit this way, that you may screen Miss 
Burney as well as me irom that iire." 
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I did not, however, sufficiently like her beginning, 
to accept her challenge of talking, and only coldly 
answered by yes, no, or a bow. 

Mrs. and Miss Thrale had other engagements, and 
soon went away. Miss Monckton then took a chair 
again next to me, which she kept till we both started 
at the same voice, and she cried out, — "Oh, it's Mr. 
Burke !" and she ran to him with as mnch joy as, if it 
had been our house, I should. Cause the second for 
liking her better. 

I grew now in a violent fidget, both to have his 
notice, and for what his notice would be ; but I sat 
very still, and he was seized upon by scores, and taken 
to another part of the room. 

Then came ia Sir Joshua Reynolds, and he soon 
drew a chair near mine, and from that time I was 
never without some fnend at my elbow. 

'* Have you seen," said he, " Mrs. Montagu lately 

" No, not very lately." 
But within thèse few months ?" 
No, not since last year." 

Oh, you must see her, then. You ought to see 
and to hear her — 'twill be worth your while, Have 
you heard of the fine long letter she has written ?" 

" Yes, but I have not met with it." 
. I have." 

" And who is itto?" 

" The old Duchess of Portland. She desired Mrs. 
Montagu's opinion of * Cecilia,' and she has written it 
at fuU length. I was in a party at Her Grace's, and 
heard of nothing but you. She is so delighted, and so 
sensibly, so râtionally, that I only wish you could have 
heard her. And old Mrs. Delany had beçn forced to 
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begin it, tbotigli she had said she should never read 
any more ; bowever, when we met, she was reading it 
already for thc tbird time. 

Pray tell my daddy to rqoiee for me in this conquest 
of the Dnchess, his old friand, and Mrs. Delany, hîs 
«îster'B. 

Sir Joshua îs extremely kind ; he is always pickîng 
up 8ome Anecdote ,of this sort for me, ; yet, most deli- 
cately, never lets me hear his own praises but through 
others. He looks vastly well, and as if he had never 
been ill. 

After this Mrs. Burke saw me, and, with much civility 
and softness of manner, came and talked with me, 
while her husband, without seeing me, went behind my 
chair to speak to Mrs. Hampden. 

Miss Monckton, retaming to me, then said, — 

" Miss Bumey, I had the pleasnre yesterday of see- 
ing Mrs. Grevîlle/' 

I suppose she concluded I was veryîntimate with her. 

" I have not seen her," said I, ^* many years." 

" I know, however," cried she, looking surprised, 
^* she is your godmoAer.*' 

" But she does not do her duty and answer for me, 
for I never see her." 

^ Oh, you have answered very well for yourself ! 
But I know by that your name is Fanny." 

She then tripped to somebody else, and Mr. Burke 
very quîetly came from Mrs. Hampden, and sat down 
in the vacant place at my side. I could then wait no 
longer, for I found he was more near-sighted than 
myself ; I, therefore, tumed towards him and bowed : 
he seemed quite amazed, and really made me ashamed, 
however delîghted, by the expressive civility and dis- 
tinction with which he instantly rose to return my boiv, 

VOL. II. o 
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and stood the whole tinie he was making his compli- 
ments upon seeing me, and calling bimself the blindedt 
of men for not iinding me out sooner. And Mrs. 
Burke, wbo was seated near me, said, loud enougk for 
me to hear her, — 

^' See, see! what a âirtation Mr. Burke is beginning 
intb Miss Bnmey ! and-before my lace toc!" 

Thèse cérémonies over, he sate down by me, and 
began a conversation which you, my dearest Susy, 

. would be glad to hear, for my sake, word for word ; but 
ivhich I really could not listen to with sufficient ease, 
from shame at bis warm eulogiums, to remember with 
any accuracy. The gênerai substance, bowever, take 

. as I recoUect it. 

Âfter m any most éloquent compliments upon tbe 
book, too délicate eitber to sbock or sicken the nieest 

. ear, he very emphatically congratulated me up(»i its 
most universal success ; said, he was now too late to 
apeak of it, since he could only echo the voice of the 
whole nation;" and added, with a laugh, I had 
•boped to bave made some merit of my enthusiasm ; but 
the moment I went about to hear what others say,. I 
found myself merely one in a multitude." 

He then told me that, notwithstanding his admixa- 

' tion, he was the man wbo had dared to find some 
&ults with so favourite and fashionable a work. I 

, entreated him to tell me what they were, and assured 

. him nothing would make me so happy as to correct 

, them under his direction. He then enumerated them : 
and I will tell you what they are, that you may not 

. conclude I write nothing but the fairer part of my 
adventures, which I really always relate very honestly, 

. though 80 fair they are at this time, that it hardly seems. 
possible they should not be dressed up. 
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The masquerade he thought too long, and that some- 
tbiog might be spared fram Harrel's grand assembly ; 
he did not like Morrice^s part of the panthéon ; and he 
wished the condosion either more happy or more 
misérable ; for in a work of imagination/' said he^ 

there is no médium.'* 

I was not easy enough to answer him, or I bave much, 
though perhap8 not good for much, to say in defence of 
fpllowing life and nature as much in the conclusion as 
in the progress of a taie; and when is life and nature 
eompletely happy or. misérable? 

But," said he, when he had finished bis commenta, 

what excuse must I give for this presumption ? I 
hâve none in the world to offer but the real, the high 
esteem I feel for you ; and I must at the same time 
ackn<iwledge it is ail your own doing that I am able to 
find fault ; for it is your gênerai perfection in writing 
that bas taught me to criticise where it is not quite 
uniform." 

Here 's an orator, dear Susy ! 

Then, looking very archly at me, and around hinx, 
he said, — 

" Are you ^itting here for characters? Notbing, by 
the way, struck me more in reading your book than 
the admirable skill with whicli your ingenious cba- 
racters make themselves known by tfaeir own words." 

He then went on to tell me that I had done the most 
wonderful of wonders in pleasing the old wits, particu- 
larly the Duchess of Portiaod and Mrs. Delany, who 
resisted reading the book till they were teased into it, 
and, since they began, could do nothing dse ; and he 
&iled not to point out, witli bis utmost éloquence, the 
difficulty of giving satis&ction to those who piqned 
themselves upon being past receiving it. 
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But," said he, I have one other fault to find, and 
a far more material one than any I have meniioned." 

ï am the more obliged to yon. What is ît?" 
" The di^ïosal of this book. I have much advice to 
offer to you upon that subject. Why dîd not you send 
for your own friend out of the cîty? he would have 
taken care you shonld not part wîth H so mnch below 
par." 

He meant Mr. Briggs. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds now joined 09» 
Are you teUing her," said he, "of our conversa^ 
tion wHh the old Tfits ? I am glad you hear it from 
Mr. Burke, Miss Bnrney, for he can tell it so mach 
better than I can, and remember their very words.'' 

** Nodiing else would they talk of fiwr three whole 
hours," said he, " and we were there at the third read* 
ingof thebill.'' 

I believe I was in good hands/' said I, if they 
talked of itto you?" 

" Why, yes," answered Sir JoehiH^ Iftoghing, " we 
joined in from time to time. Gibbon tays he read the 
whole five volumes in a day." 

" Tis impossible/' cried Mr. Burke, " it cost me 
three days ; and you know I never parted with it from 
-die time I first opened it." 

Here are laurels, Susy! My dear daddy aad Kitfy, 
are you not doubly glad you so kindly hnjnried me up- 
stairs to write when at Chesington? 

Mr. Burke then went to some other jwirty, and Mr. 
Swinerton took his place, with whom I had a dawdling 
conversation upon dawdling subje^ ; aad I was not a 
little enlivened, upon his quitting the chair, to have it 
filled by Mr. Metcalfe, who, with much satire, bat 
much entertainment, kept chattering with me till Dr. 
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Johnson fonnd me ont, and brought a chair opposite 
to me. 

Do you l&ugh, my Susan, or cry at yonr F. B.'s 
honours? 

So," said be to Mr. Metcalfe, it is you, is it, that 
are engrossing ber thus 1 " 

" He's jealous," said Mr. Metcalfe, dryly. 
How thèse people talk of Mrs. Siddons!" said the 
Doctor. y I came bitber in full expectation of hearing 
no name bat tbe name I love and pant to bear, — when 
from one corner to anotber they are talking of that jade 
Mrs. Siddons ! till, at last wearied out, I went yonder 
into a corner, and repeated to myaelf Burney ! Bumey ! 
Bumey! Bumey!" 

" Ay, sir»" said Mr. Metcalfe, *' you should have 
earred it upon t^ trees." 

" Sir, had tbere been any trees, so I should 
but, being none» I was content to carre it upon my 
heart." 

Soon after the parties changed again, and young 
Mr. Burke came and sat by me. He is a very eivil 
and obliging, and a sensible and agreeable young man. 
I was occasionally spoken to afterwards by strangers, 
both men and women, whom I eould not find out, 
thongh they called me by my name as if they had 
kna\ra me ail iny life. Old Lady Gidway trotted from 
her corner, in the middle of the evening, and leaning 
her hands upon the backa of two chairs, put her little 
round head through two âne high dressed ladies on 
purpose to peep at me, and then trotted back to her 
place! Ha, ha! 

Mm Monckton now came to us again, and I con- 
gratulated her upon her power in niaking Dr. Johnson 
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sit in a group ; upon which she immediately said to 
hîm, — 

Sir, Miss Burney says you like beat to sit in a 
circle." 

" Does she?" said he, laughing; ** Ay, never mind 
what she says. Don't you know she is a writer of 
romances?" 

" Yes, that I do, indeed!" said Miss Monckton, and 
every one joined in a laugh that put me horrjbly ont of 
countenance. 

" She may write romances and speak truth,'* said 
my dear Sir Joshua, who, as well as young Bnrke, and 
Mr. Metcalfe, and two strangers, joined now in ôiir 
little party. 

" But, indeed, Dr. Johnson," said Miss Moncktônr, 
you mtist see Mrs. Siddons. Won't you see her in some 
fine part?" 

" Why, if I mttstj madam, I have no choice." 

She says, sir, she shall be very much afraid of yôu." 
" Madam, that cannot be true." 
" Not true/' cried Miss Monckton, staring, "yes 
it is." 

" It cannot be, madam." 

" But she said so to me ; I heard her say it myself." 

" Madam, it is not possible! remember, therefore, 
in future, that even fiction should bé supporteà by 
probability." 

Miss Monckton looked ail amazement, but insisted 
upon the truth of what she had said. 

I do not believe, madam," said he, warmly, she 
knows my name.'' 

" Oh, that is rating her tôo low," said a gentleman 
étranger. 
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^ By not kiiowing my name," continued he, " I do 
not znean so literally ; but that, when she sees it 
^bused in a newspaper, she may possibly recoUect that 
she has seen it abused in a . newspaper before." 

" Well, sir," said Miss Monckton, " but you must 
see her for ail this/' 

" Well, madam, if you désire it, I will go. See 
her I shall not, nor hear her; but FU go, and that will 
do. The last time I was at a play, I was ordei*ed there 
by Mrs. Abington, or Mrs. Somebody, I do not well 
remember who; but I placed myself in the middle 
of the first row of the front boxes, to shew that whea 
Lwas called I came." 

The talk upon this matter went on very long, and 
wîth 'great spirit; but I bave time for no more of it. 
I felt myself extremely awkward about going away, not 
choosing, as it was my first visit, to take French leave, 
and hardly knowing how to lead the way alone among 
so many strangers. 

At last, and with the last, I made my attempt. A 
large party of ladîes arose at the same time, and I 
tripped after them ; Miss Monckton, however, made me 
corne back, for she said I must else wait in the other 
room till those ladies' carriages drove away. 

When I returned, Sir Joshua came and desired he 
^ight convey me home ; I declined the oSer, and he 
pressed it a good deal, droUy saying, — 
Why, I am old enough, a n't I?" 

And when he found me stout, he said to Dr. John* 
s<>n, — 

" Sir, is not this very hard ? Nobody thinks me 
very young, yet Miss Burney won t give me the pri- 
vilège of âge in letting me see her home ? She says 
I a'n't old enough." 
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I had never said any such thing. 

" Ay, sir," said the Doctor,' " did I not tell you she 
was a writer of romances?" 

Âgain I tried to run away, but the door stock, and 
Miss Monckton prevented me, and begged I wonld stay 
a little longer. She then went and wfaispered some- 
tbing to her mother, and I bad a notion from her man- 
ner she wanted to keep me to supper, wbich i did not 
oboose, and, therefore, wben her back was tamed, I 
preyailed upon yoong Burke to open the door for me,, 
and ont I went. Miss Monckton ran after me, but I 
^ould not corne back. I was, bowever, and I a», mack 
obliged by her uncommon civility and attentions to me. 
âbe is &r better at her own bouse than elsewhere. 

Dbc. lÔTH. — To-day,» by an invitation of tcB di^ 
standing, I waited upon Mrs. Walsingham. Sbe is a 
i^(»nan high in famé for ber talents, and a wit by birtb, 
as tbe daughter of Sir Charles Hanbury Williams. 

She bas the character of being only dvil to people 
of birih, feme, or weaith, and ex^emely insoknt to 
ail others. Of this, howeyer, I could see nothing, 
«née she at least took care ta invite no eompany to 
her own bouse whom she was disposed to disdain. Her 
réception of me appeai ed rather singular. She was vio- 
ItÉtly dressed^ — a large hoop, flowers in her small and 
foll dressed cap^ rilmnds and omament» eittremely 
shown, and a fan in ber hand. She was yery polite,. 
said much of her partieular pleasore in seeing me, and 
k«pt advancing to me so near, that involuntarily I 
retreated irom her, not knowing her design, and kept^ 
therefore, getting furtber and further>aek as sbe came 
forward, till I was stopped from any power of moving 
by the wainseot. I then neeessarily stood still, and 
she saluted me. 
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^ We then quietly sat down, and my fatber began a 

very lively conversation upon varions subjects; she 
hept it up wilh attentioa and good breeding^ often re- 
ierring to me, and seeming eurioua to know my no» 
tions. 

Tbe rest of tbe Company wbo came to dinner were 
^ Mrs. MontagUy Mr. Percy, Speaker of tbe Trisb House 

of CommonSy bis lady and dangbter, and Sir Josbua 
Reynolds and Miss Palmer» I was excessively glad to 
see tbe latter, wbo clnng to me ail tbe visit, and took 
off from its formality a&d grandeur by ber ebatting and 
intimacy. 

Mrs. Walsingbam lives in a splendid bouse in Strat- 
. ford Place, elegantly fitted up, ebiefly by ber owa 
F pfûntings and drawings, vrbicb are reckoned ex- 

tremely dever. I tmte tbat word, but cannot tbink 
of anotber. 

We did not stay late, for my fatber and I were 
botb engaged to Miss Monckton's ; so was Sir Josbaa, 
wbo accompasiied «s. Miss Palmer bad not been in- 
YÎted» wbicb sbe mucb rtgretted. Mrs* Walsingbam 
begged to see me again, and very mucb pressed me to 
call some moraiag. 

I was extremely bappf to bave my dear iatber with 
me at Miss Monckton's. Wefbund Mrs« ^ddons> tbe 
aetress, tbere. Sbe is a woman of excellent ebaraeter, 
and therefore I am very glad sbe is tbus patroaised, 
sinee Mrs. Abingtbo, and so maoy frail £ûr ones, bave 
been thuS noticed by tbe great. Sbe bebiived witb 
great propriety ; very cahn, modeste quiet, and un- 
affiected. She bas a very fine eountenanee, and ber 
eyes look botb intelligeat and soft. Sbe bas, bowever, 
a steadiness in ber manner and deportment by no 
means engaging. Mrs. Tbrale, wbo was tbere, said, — 
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" Why, this is a leaden goddess we are ail worshipping! 
however, we shall soon gîld it." 

Â lady who sat near me then began a dialogue with- 
Mr. Erskine, who had placed himself exactly opposke- 
to Mrs. Siddons ; and they debated together upon faer 
manner of studying her parts^ disputing upon the point 
with great warmth, yet not only forbearing to ask 
Mrs. Siddons herself which was right, but quite over- 
powering her with their loquacity, when she attempted, 
unasked, to explain tlie matter. Most véhément praise 
of ail she did foUowed, and the lady tumed to me, àhd 
said, — 

" What invitation, Miss Burney, is here, for genius to 
display itself ! — Every body, I hear, is at work for Mrs. 
Siddons ; but if you would work for her, what an in* 
ducement to excel you would both of you have!-»-Dr. 
JJnrney 

" Oh, pray, ma'am," cried I, **don't say tohim 

" Oh, but I will! — if niy influence can do you any 
mischief, you may dépend upon having it!" 

She then repeated what she had said to my father, 
and he instantly said» — 

" Your ladyship may be sure of my interest." 

I whispered afterwards to know who she was, and 
heard she was Lady Lucan. 

MoNDAY. — ^There was a very full assembly at Mrs. 
Thrale's, where I dined and spent the day. 

The evening proved very gay and very agreeable, 
though I have but a short account to give of it, as the 
conversation was only in parties, and never for mor# 
than a few minutes with the same people. I had some 
chat with every body in tum, and therefore I had not 
one moment unoccupied. What gave me, however, the 
most pleasure, was the discourse of the two Mr. Cam- 
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bridges, father and son, wbo botb, tbougb at différent 
times, sang to me the praises of Capt. Pbillips witb 
so much energy and beartiness, tbat I was ready to 
&][take hands witb tbem, and cry, Gentlemen, 
agreed!" 

Mr. Seward made me known to Mrs. Hunter, wbo is 
extremely pretty, and reekoned very ingénions. Dr. 
Parker introduced me to Mr. Hutton, a clergyman, at 
bis désire ; but I saw notbing of bim tbat made it 
mine. 

My father told me tbat Miss Catberide Bull bad 
desired ber compliments to Cecilia," and begged ber 
^eptance of ber opéra ticket for tbe next nigbt, to see 
Anfessi s new opéra, if it would be of any use. Miss 
Bull tben called out,--^ 

. " And pray give my compliments, too, — tbougb I 
sbould be dreadfully afraid of ber !" 

How provoking tbat tbey bave tbis simple notion ! 
as my fatber bimself once answered tbem, — 

" So tame a lion, who can say fie on ?" 

I am glad, bowever, tbere seems a little opening to an 
acquaintance I so mucb désire. I accepted tbe ticket, 
and sbould if I bad not wisbed for it, merely tbat I 
migbt bave to tbank ber for it. 

Thursday. — We were ail invited to Sir Josbua Rey- 
nola'^i', to dinner, but I was engaged to Mrs^^Tbrale. In 
tbe morning, Miss Benson retumed my visit, and Miss 
âtreatfield called also, and sate bours, and Mrs. Hat- 
'sell called too, and sat only minutes^. I am increasing 
Tùy acquaintance daily, and tbat, wbetber I will or not, 
witb new folks of ail sorts. 

Ât Mrs. Tbrale's, we were comfortable and alone. 
Sbe and ber daugbter carried me to tbe opéra bouse. 
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and tried to erntice me to sît in tlie pit witb tbem ; bot I 
Iiad alreadj engaged a place îa Mrs. Fitz's box. I can 
gke yon bot little accottttt of the opéra, for 1 was mach 
disappointed in it. My expeetations had ptaaned an* 
other Buona Figliuola, or Fraschetana, from Anfom, 
— bat it is a prefty opéra, shnply, and notbing more. 
Allegrante snng very well, bat — b«t — bot — ok, how 
lias Pacchierotti spoilt me ! 

Friday. — There was a grand assembly at Lady Gi- 
deon's ; and every thing in the house, both of deeora^ 
tions, refresbmentS; and acconmiodatioa, was in greater 
magnificence than I bave yet seen. Lady Grideon is 
still very pretty, and extremely geotle, well bred, at- 
tentive, and amiable. Sir Sampson seema ail good- 
nature, and bis désire to oblige is unremittiiig, and 
ibère is even a humility in the manners of both that 
makes it impossible to quarrel witb thena for snob otber 
Irighter qoalities as tbey bave missed. 

The moment my réception was over, and my dear 
fatber being witb me, I felt no awkwardness in my 
eutrance. Mrs. Walsingham came up to me, and in- 
vîted me to ber bouse for the next Monday nEioraing, 
to meet Lady Gideon, wbo was to go and see ber paint- 
ings. There was no refusing, and, indeed, I wiâbed to 
see tbem, as tbey are of great ùaaie in the world^ and, I 
fancy, very well wortb seeing. 

Tbe next wbo found me out was Sir Jœbùa, an'I the 
instant I told bim of tbe engagement I had made, be 
said be would go too, for be was învited to call some 
mornîngy so be wonld cboose Mooday. He kept witb 
me, to my great satls&ctiony tbe prineipaL part of tbe 
evening. He is so pleasant, unaffected, and agreeaUe, 
that there is no one^ among those wbo are of celebrit}', 
I can converse witb balf so easily and eomfortably. 
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Lttte in tfae erening caine in Lady M«rgaret For- 
dyce, and Lady Anne Lindmy : I haA hopes they woi&id 
Imve.smng, but I wasdiaappointedy for tliey o&ly loGdi:ed 
liaodsomie. Mra. Hanapden, alto^ dtd that, and was 
miick less in ker aira. 

Awmg my aequamtence, were Lord Gage, Miss 
Monektoii, Mr. Selwyn, Mr. SwLnerton, Harry Cotton» 
Mr. H. SbeUey, Mrs. Walsinghaasi^ tfae Tfarales, aad 
Sir Jo^ua« Amimg those at whom I looked, were Sir 
Hugh Dalrymple, author of the Memoirs, a very re- 
^peeÊMe looking man, Mr. Erskiae, and Soasne 
Jenyng». 

Sir Jofthua desired me to ^ak to Soame J enyngs» 
for he saîd he was ttovr of an âge to be entitled to sueh 
an attention. You may suppose I eompHed readily. 
Anodmr tiaie, wken ht had stroUed away for a few 
mmtés, he hastmed back to me; and exclaioied, — 
I hav^e just found o«U Mr. Simkins ! " 

«Where? wbidî is he ? " 

" TiMre, — Ûmt gesitleman, wibo is bowing to Lady 
Juliaaa Penn." 

"Mercy!" cried I, pereetnmg, to my great dis- 
may, Mr. Selwyn, **Why, that is ose of our intimatè 
friends!" 

*^ 0, is he so?" cried te, with great readiness, 
" Why, theii, that, I «ippose, is the reasoa of the re- 
semUance ! " 

Wicfced enough ! however, by no means true. 

Afterwards I had some talk with the Duca di San- 
gro, a Neapolitan noblemaa ; very yoang, excessively 
handsonae, and very gay, talkative, sportive, and fro- 
liosome. He took off the Freneh manner of singing 
in gênerai, tben M. le Gros in particular; he acted, 
capered, talked ccmiical bad English, sang, languished/ 
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laughed and mimicked ; and, in short, was an admi- 
rable and most diverting baffoon. 

A small part of the cômpany, consisting of aboilt 
thirty, were kept to supper ; my fether and self were 
of the number. The entertainment given was supetb, 
and mo8t elegantly co8tly. Tvrenty-four had seats at 
our table ; the rest stood round, till another supper 
was prepared in another room. But I shall give no 
further particulars, as the evening, altogether, was but 
tiresome. • 

SuNDAY, Dec. 22. — I went to the French chapelin 
the morning, and found Mr. Seward here when I re- 
turned. He was foUowed by Barry, and sueceeded by 
Paechierotti, who, in rather better spirits than 1 have 
lately seen him, told me he had been admitted for htlf- 
an-hour the day before to Lady Clarges, as poor Sir 
Thomas was a little better. She told him that Sir 
Thomas, though oftèn delirious, never failed, in hîs 
intervais of reason and of ease, to inquire for Pacebi- 
erotti, and to call out, " Has Paechierotti been here 
to-day?" — " Does Paechierotti call always to ask how 
I do himself?" This affected the feeling of Paechi- 
erotti very strongly. 

Lady Clarges, in this short interview, inquired very 
much about you, and whether you were coming to 
town, and how your health was, and what were jotv 
designs. '*Indeed," added the Pac, ''is a rery true 
regard which Lady Clarges she has always for Mrs. 
Phillips." 

I asked him if he had heard that Miss Catherine Bitll 
had lent me an Opéra ticket — and told him I very nmeh 
wished to be acquainted with her family. He looked 
much pleased; and called out^ Then, I am sure, it is 
in your own power, for Doctor Burney can — — " He 
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stoppedy as if suddenly recollecting, and checking him- 
self, and added, I don't know, iiia*am, how it is; but 
you have made, indeed, ail the people, not only for the 
young, but at the same J:inie for the old, quite afraid of 
you. Indeed, is their just vénération which is the cause 
. of such a thiug." 

This always much vexes me, but I know not how to 
conquer so unfair a préjudice, while I never can get 
sight of thèse folks, except through an opem-glass : in 
which way they most assiduousiy view me in return, 
whenever I am in Mrs. Fitzgerald's box. By his say» 
Jng the oldy as well as the young^ I suspected he meant 
..Lady Mary Duncan ; and upon sounding my father, 
.he acknowledged she professed the same ridiculous 
fear. 'Tis horribly provoking, and thwarts my most 
&vaurite views. 

, MoNDAY. — I waited upon Mrs. Walsingham. I 
found Lady Gideon and two of her daughters, and 
, Lady Middieton, and two other ladies, ail assembled 
. to see thèse pictures. I was, indeed, extremely pleased 
. with the exhibition. They appear to me surprisingly 
. well executed, and the subjects are admirably chosen 
and selected. They are chiefly copies from old pictures, 
* or from Sir Joshna Reynolds. Two were lent her by 
. the King himself, at Windsor, — a Silence, a beautiful 
picture of Caracci, and a Madonna and Child of Guido. 
-The others are chiefly from the Devonshire collection, 
;of Sir Joshua; she has the Fishing Boys, the noble 
Angel viewing the Cross, two Samuels, a beautiful 
. Child, and one other I cannot recoUect. She has, 
also, eopied Gainsborough's sweet Shepherd's Boy : 
aud there are originals, by herself, of Capt. Walsing- 
. ham, and her son, and Miss Boyle. Thèse are ail in 
. oils. There were also some heads in Crayons, and 
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several small figures in Plaster of Paris hj Mim 
Boyle, who înherits her mother's genias and fondness 
for painting, and who behaved wîth great modesty and 
politeness. They diewed me, also, a work <rf Mrg. 
Delany, wMch they hare framed. Tis from an inven- 
tion of her own, a Géranium — composed of paper 
stained différent colours, eut ont very deiicately, and 
pasted upon paper, so as to look in relief, and thé 
effect îs extremely pretty. This she did at cighty-two ! 

I would have madc my exit at the same time with 
the rest of the company, but Mrs. Wabîngham would 
not suffer me, and made me stay and chat with her for 
I bdîeve two hours. She insisted upon my telling her 
the whole history of my writing and pubKshing " Eve- 
lina," and was curious for fhe most minute particulars. 

When this curiosity was satisfied, she gave me a 
long hislory of herself, and her painting, with equal 
openness, «nd then said, — 

But do pray, now, Miss Bumey, let me ask one 
thing more — ^^how came you to write l!hat book that is 
my first darHng — Cccilîa? dîd the idea corne to you by 
chance? or did you regukrly sit down to write by 
design?" 

l had then to satîsfy her about this, and she spared 
not for praises in return, but said one thing which ex- 
tremely astonished me. 

"Tlie character/* cried she, which I most delight 
in is Mr. Briggs. I think it the most admirable and 
entertaining in the book.** 

I am very glad to hear it, ma'am, for he has Tcry 
few friends." 

" Oh, I know many people think him too low, but 
that is merely from choosing only to look in the upper 
circle. Now, I am not at ail surprised to find that the 
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queen objects to him; — a foreigner^ and in so exalted a 
station, may well not understand 8o vulgar a miser ; 
but why people in common life should object to what 
in common life is to be found, I don't understand. 
For myself, while I paint, or work, I can divert myself 
-with thinking of him, and, if I am quite alone, I 
can burst out a-laughing by recollecting any of his 
speeches." 

You will easily believe I was by no means so sorry 
at the queen's objection, as I was glad and surprised 
that her raajesty should ever bave met with the book. 

"But how wonderfiiUy you have contrived," she 
added, " to make one love Mrs. Delvilç for her sweet- 
ness to Cecilia, notwithstanding ail her pride, and 
always to hope the pride is commanded by the hus- 
band." 

" No, ma'am," answered I, " I merely meant to 
shew how differently pride, like every other quality, 
opérâtes upon différent minds, and that, though it is so 
odious when joined with meanness and încapacity, as 
in Mr. Delvile, it destroys neither respect nor affec- 
tion when joined with real dignity and generosily of 
mind, as in Mrs. Delvile." 

I had much more to have said of my meaning and 
purpose in thèse characters ; but she has so much esta- 
blished in the world an opinion of her own pride, that 
' I was glad to leave the subject. 

In the evening I went to Lady Rothes's with my 
father. I found her, às I had left her at Brighton, 
amiable and sociable. I ne ver tell you when the invi- 
tations come, for I rather fancy you will not conclude 
I ami likely to go without them. The party was a 
good one, — Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Walsingham, Mr. 
and Mrs. Pepys, sweet Mrs. Thrale and her daughter, 
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Dr. Cadogan, Miss Streatfield, Mr. Wraxall, LordFaU 
mouth, Mr. Seward, Mrs. Ord, and some others I did 
not know; but the evening was a most melan^holy 
one, for I soon heard, from Mrs. Ord, that poor Sir 
Thomas Clarges was dead ! How sorry was I for his 
lady, for Pacchierotti, and for you ! I could never get 
you a moment ont of my head ; and from the time th^ 
I heard it, I could do nothing but wish myself at 
Lomé. 

The next moming, Tuesday, I wrote a little note of 
consolation and good wishes to poor Pacchierotti. My 
&ther called on the Miss BuUs, and found tbem in 
deep affliction. I long to hear if Lady Louisa Nugent 
can go to Lady Clarges. I belieye she is now ont of 
town. 

I called upon Bessy Kirwan, and stayed wîth her a 
couple of hours ; and ail our talk was of poor Pacchi^ 
erotti and his loss, and dear Susy and her health. As 
I had the coach, I then cards at Mrs. Chapone's, 
who has sent me an invitation, I deelined ; for so I 
do by at least half I receive, much as I go out ; — and 
at Mrs. HatselFs, and Mrs. Paradise's, and Lady 
Gideon's. 

When I came here, I found Mrs. Wilkiûson, who 
insists upon again renewing our long-^ropped acquaint- 
ance. She is somewhat improved, I think, and nmch 
less afiected. Mrs. Ord also oalled, at the désire of 
Secretary Ord's lady, to make a te^der of aeqiudntance 
with me. 

I b^in to grow most heartily sick and fatigued of 
this continuai round of visiting, and thèse etemid new 
acquaintances. I am now arranging matters ia my 
mind for a better plan; and I mean, heneeforward, 
never to go out more tban three days in the week; 
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and, as I am now situated, with Mrs. Thrale to seize 
every moment I do not hide firom her, it wiU require 
ail the management I can possibly make use of to 
limit my visita to only half the week's days. But yet, 
I am fixed in resolving to put it in practice, except 
upon some very singular and unforeeeen occasions, as I 
really hâve at présent no pleasure in any party, from 
the trouble and tiresomeness of being engaged to so 
many. 

For my own part, if I wished to prescribe a cure for 
dissipation^ I fihould think none more effectuai tfaan to 
giye it a free course. The many who hâve lived sa 
from year to year amuse me now more than ever; for 
now more than ever I can jadge what dissipation has 
to offer. I would not lead a life of daily engagements 
even for another month, for any pay short of the œost 
serions and substantial benefit. I have been tired some 
time, though I have only now broke out: but I will 
restore my own spirit and pleasure by getting more 
courage in making refusais^ and by giving that zest to 
Company and diversion which can only be given by 
making them subservient to convenience, and by taking 
them in tum with quietness and retirement. 

This is my intention, and I shall never, by inclina- - 
tion, alter it. 

Now, to retum to Tuesday, one of my out^ays. 

I went in the evening to call on Mrs. Thrale, and 
tore mysdif away firom her to go to Boit Court to see 
Dr. Johnson, wbo is very unwell. He reccived me 
with great kiadness, and bade me come ofîtener, which 
I will try to contrive. He told me he heard of nothing 
but me, call upon bim who would ; and, though he 
pretended to growl, he was evidently delighted for me. 
His usnal set, Mrs. William and Mrs. De Mullins, 
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-were with him ; and some queer man of a parson wlio, 
^fter grinning at me some time, said, — 

Pray, Mrs. De MuUins. is the fifth volame of 
* Cecilia' at home y et ? Dr. Johnson made me read it, 
'lïia'am." 

" Sir, he did it much honour " 

Made you, sir?" said the Doctor, "you give an 
àM account of your own taste or understanding, if you 
wanted any making to read such a book as * Cecilia.' " 

" Oh, sir, I don't meau that; for I am sure I left 
Hcvery thing in the world to go on with it." 

A' shilling was now wanted for some purpose or 
vother, and none of them happened to hâve one; 1 
jbegged that I might lend one. 

" Ay, do," said the Doctor, I will borrow of 
you; authors are like privateers, always fidr game fer 
-one another." 

" True, sir/' said the parson, " one author is always 
Tobbîng another." 

" I don't know that, sir," cried the Doctor; "-there 
-sits an author who, to my knowledge, has robbed 
jiobody. I have never once caught her at a theft. The 
rogue keeps her resources to herself !" 

Christmas Day. — And a merry one be it to my 
€usy ! I went to Oxendon chapel, and heard a v«ry 
good sermon, by a Mr. Lazard, against infidelity ; and 
l came home and repeated it for divers purposes. I 
was soon foUowed by Miss Palmer ; and, just as she 
took her leave, came Pacchierottî, looking ^so ill~«o 
ihih — so dejected! He came to thank me for my co»- 
solàtory note, and he stayed till dinner-time. Oiir 
whôle talk was of poor Sir Thomas and his lady. I 
was happy, howeverj to keep him, and to make him 
talk ; for he says that when he is at home he is ia a 
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State so déplorable it cannot be described. He pressed 
me tb make use both of Lady Mary 's tickets and her 
box for tbe next comic opéra ; but I refused both, as I 
intèiid to go but once or twice more to the comic 
opéra, and tben can make use of Mrs. Crewe's ticket. 

Thursday. — In the morning Mr. Cambridge came^ 
and made a long visit. He is entertaining, original, and 
well-bred; somewhat formai, but extremely civil anA 
obliging, and, I believe, remarkably honourable and 
strict in bis principles and actions. 

I wished I could have been easy and chatty witk 
him, as I hear he is so much my friend, and as I llke* 
him very much; but, in truth, he listens to every 
syllable I utter with so grave a déférence, that it in- 
timidâtes and silences me. When he was about taking 
leuve^ he said, — 

" Shall you go to Mrs. Ord's to-morrow?" 

" Yes, sir." 

I thought so/' said he, smiling, "and hoped it.. 
Where shall you go to-night?" 
" No where,— T. I shall be at home." 
" At home ? Are you sure ? ** 
" Yes." 

" Why, then, Mrs. Bumey, my son, and I dine- 
to-day in your neighbourhood, at the Archbishop of 
York's, and, if you please, we will come here in the- 
evening." 

This was agreed to. And now I am writing up to the 
very moment ; for it is just seven o'clock, and we ar& 
going to tea, as thèse gentlemen are not expected till 
nine. He talked much of Capitano, and said severaL 
times how happy he should be to know Mrs. Phillips. 

Our evening was really a charming one. The two 
Mr. Cambridges came at about eight o'clock, and the 
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good Mr» Hoole was here. My father came down* 
stanrs to them in high spirits and good homoar^'and 
he and thé elder Mr. Cambridge Bot only talked 
enough for us ail, bat so well and so pleaaantly that ao 
person présent had even a wish to speak for bîmself* 
Mr. Cambridge bas tbe best stock of good stories I 
abuost ever beard ; and, tboogb a Utile too preeise in 
bis mamter, be is always w^^bred^ and almost alwaya 
entertaining. Our sweet &tber kept up 1^ bail with. 
bim admirably, whetber in anecdote», serions disqui^ 
lions, philosopby, or fim ; for ail wbich Mr. Cambridge 
bas botb talents and inclination. 

The son rises extremely in my opinion and liking. He 
is sensible, rational, and bighly cultivated ; rery modest 
in ail be asserts, and attentive and pleasing in Us beha- 
viour ; and be is whoUy free from tbe coxcombieal airs, 
either of impertinence, or n^ligence and nondialanee, 
that almost ail the young men I meet, except also young 
Burke, are tainted witb. What cbiefiy, bowever, 
pleased me in bim was observing tbai he quite adorea 
bis father. He attended to ail bis stories witb a face 
that never told he had heard tbem before y toid, tbougb 
be spoke but little himself, be seemed as well enter- 
tained as if he had been tbe leading person in tbe 
Company, ~ a post wbich, nerertbeless, I believe be 
conld extremely- well sustain; and, no doubt, much 
tbe better for being in no haste to aspire to it. I baye 
seldom, altogetber, had an evening with whidx I bave 
been better pleased. 4 

And now, for once, I leave off a pockët at tbe end 
of a day's adventures. So ble^s yon, my Susy, and all 
yorar bearers. 

Friday. — I dined witb Mrs. Thrale and Dr. John* 
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son, who was yery comio and good humouted. Susan 
Thrale had just had her hair turaed up, and powdered» 
and bas taîken to the womanly robe. Dr* Johnson 
«portively gave her instructrond how to increase her 
conséquence, and to " take upon her" properly. 

'^Begin/' said be, ''Miss Susy, with something 
grand — something to surprise .mankind ! Let your 
first essay in life be a warm censure of ' Cecilia.* You 
can no way make yourself more conspicuous. Tell the 
world how ill it was conceived, and how ill executed» 
Tell them how little thére is in it of human nature» 
and how well your knowledge of the world enables 
you to judge of the failings in that book. Find fault 
without fear ; an4 if you are at a loss for any to find» 
invent wbatever cornes into your mind, for you may 
say what you please, with little fear of détection, $inoe 
of those who praise * Cecilia' not half bave read it, and 
of tbose who bave read it, not half remember it Go 
to work, therefore, boldly ; and particularly mark that 
the character of Albany is extremely unnatural, ta 
your own knowledge, aince you never met with such a 
man at Mrs» Cummyn's School/' 

This stopped bis exhortation, for we laughed so 
violently at this bappy critioism that he could not 
recover the thread of his bamngue. 

Mrs. Thrale, who was to bave gone with me to 
Mrs. Ord's, gave up her vieit in order to stay with 
Dr. Johnson; Miss Thrale, therefore, and I went 
logether# We found tbere Charlotte, who had bpen 
invited to dinner, and who looked very pretty and 
very innocent; Mrs. Chapone, Mr. and Mrs. Pepys 
Mr. Mulso» and young Mr. Cambridge. Tbere came 
afterwards Mr. Burrows, Lady Rothes, Miss Bur- 
goyne, Dr. Pepys, Mr. Seward, and a lady I knew not. 
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Mrs. Ord received us with her usual good breeding. 
Mrs. Chapone was more civil than ever, and, after a 
little gênerai discourse, she asked me if I had yet heard 
that Swift's Mrs. Delany was among my unknown 
friends. 

" I have a letter," she said, " which I must beg to 
shew you from her, for I think it will be worth your 
running over. It is in answer to one I wrote, begging 
to know whether she had met with ' Cecilia.' She 
tells me that both she and the old Duchess of Portland 
are reading it for the third tîme, and that they désire 
nothing so niuch as an acquaintance with the amiable 
writer." 

There, Miss Susanna, there, daddy, the Old Wits 
have begun the charge! This was very pleasant ^o 
me indeed, for if they have curiosity as well as I, ^e 
shall all have some end to answer in meeting. 

Saturday, Dec. 28th. — My father and I dined 
and spent the day at Sir Joshua Reynolds', after many 
preceding disappointments. Our dinner party c<m- 
sisted merely of Mr. West,* the painter, Mr. Jackaon 
of Exeter, and Miss Reynolds. Mr. West had, some 
time ago, desired my father to invite him to our hoùse, 
to see that lion, youi* sister, saying to him " you will 
be safe, Dr. Burney, in trusting to our meeting, ft^r 
I am past forty, and married." 

My father, however, has had no time, and therefiire 
I believe he applied to Sir Joshua, for- the servant 
who brought our card of invitation said he was to 
carry no other till ours was answered. 

The moment Miss Palmer had received me with a 
reproachfui " At last we are met," Sir Joshua took my 

* Benjamin West, afterwards Président of the Royal Acadeniy. 
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hand, and insisted upon wishing me a merry Christmas 
according to old forms, and then presenting] me to 
Mr. West, he said, — 

" You must let me introduce to you one [of your 
greatest admirera." 

Mr. West is a very pleasing man, gentle, soft- 
mannered, cheerful, and serene. Mr. Jackson you 
may remember our formerly seeing; he is very hand- 
some, and seems possessed of much of that ardent 
genius which distingoishes Mr. Young; for his ex- 
pressions, at times, are extremely violent, while at 
other times he droops, and is so absent that he seems 
to forget not only ail about him, but himself. 

They were both exceedingly civil to me, and dear 
Sir Joshua is so pleasant, so easy, so comfortable, that 
I never was so little constrained in a first meeting with 
people who I saw came to meet me. 

Âfter dinner Mr. Jackson undertook to teach us ail 
how to Write with our left hands. Some succeeded, 
and some failed; but both he and Mr. West wrote 
nothing but my name. I tried, and would have written 
Sir Joshua, but it was illegible, and I tore the paper; 
Mr. Jackson was very véhément to get it from me. 

" I have donc the worst," cried I, " and I don't like 
disgracing myself." 

Pho!" cried he, just with the energy and freedom 
of Mr. Young, let me see it at once ; do you think 
you can do any thing with your left hand that will 
lessen the crédit of what you have donc with your 
right?" 

This, however, was ail that was hinted to me upon 
that subject by him. I had afterwards one slight touch 
from Mr. West, but the occasion was so tempting I 
could not possibly wonder at him. Sir Joshua had two 
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snuff-boxes in «le, a g<M bmû a tin ose ; I examiiied 
tàem, and asked why he made use of such a TÎIe 
and shabby tin one. 

^^Why," 8aid he laughing, ^^beoanse I naturally 
love a little of the blackguard. Ay, and bo do yoa 
toô, little as yoa look as if you did, and ail tlie people 
ail day long are saying, wbere can you baye sera 
siieh Company as you treat us with?" 

" Wby you bave seen sndi, Sir Josbua," said Mr. 
West, taking up Ûxe tin snuff*box, for this box yoa 
must oertainly bave picked up at Briggs's sale^" 

You may believe I was eager enougb now to call a 
new subject ; and Sir Josbua» tbougb he loves a little 
passing speech or two upon tbts matter, never insists 
upon keepiog it up^ but the minute be sees he bas 
made me look about me or look foolish, be is most 
good-naturedly ready to give it up. 

But how, my d>eareBt Susy, can you wbh any wishes 
about Sîr Joshua and me? A man wbo bas had two 
diakes of the palsy! What mkery shonld I suffer 
if I were only bis nieee, from a tcrror of a fatal re* 
pétition of such a sbock! I would not run rolun- 
tarily into such a state of perpétuai appréhension for 
the wealtb of the East. Wealtb, indeed, per se, I 
never too much valued, and my acquaintance with its 
possesaors bas by no means increased my vénération 
fbr it. 

Sir Joshua bas a plan in considération for instituting 
a jubilee in honour of Raphaël, wbo, this Easter, will 
bave been dead 300 years. He is not yet determined 
what cérémonies to bave performed, but he charged me 
to set my little brain" to work in thinking for him, 
and said he should insist upon my assistance. 

I had afterwards a whispering conversation with 
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Mrs. Reynoldsy which made me laugh, from ber ex- 
cessive oddness and absurdity. It began about Ches- 
ington. She expressed her wonder how I could have 
passed so much time there. I assured her tbat with 
my own will I should pass much more time there, as I ' 
know no place where I had had more, if so much, • 
happiness. 

Well, bless me !" cried she, holding up her hands, 

and ail this yariety cornes from only one man ! That *8 
strange indeed, for, by what I can make out, there 's 
nothing bbt that one Mr. Quip there !" 

" Mr. Cmp," said I, is, indeed, the only man, but 
there are also two ladies, very dear friends of mine, 
who live there constantly." 

"What! and they neither of them married that 
Mr. — that same gentleman?" 

No, they never married any body ; they are single, 
and so is he." 

Well, but if he is so mighty agreeable," said she, 
holding her finger up to her nose most significantly, 
" can y ou tell me how it cornes to pass he should never 
have got a wife in ail this time ?" 

There was no answeriog this but by grinning ; but 
I thought how my dear Kitty would again have called 
her the old sifter. 

She afterwards told me of divers most ridieulous 
distresses she had been in with Mrs. Montagu and 
Mrs. Ord. 

" I had the most unfortunate thing in the world 
happen to me," she said, about Mrs. Montagu, and 
I aiways am in some distress or misfortune with that 
lady. She did me the honour to invite me to dine with 
her last week, — and I am sure there is nobody in the 
world can be more obliged to Mrs. Montagu for taking 
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such notice of any body ; — but just when the day came 
I was 80 unlucky as to be ill, and that, you know, 
made it quite improper to go to dîne with Mrs. Mon* 
tagu, for fear of any disagreeable conséquences. So 
this vexed me very mucb, for I had nobody to send t» 
her that was proper to appear before Mrs. Montagii ; 
for, to own the truth, you must know I have no servant 
but à maid, and I could not think of sending such a 
person to Mrs. Montagu. So I thought it best to 
send a chairman, and to tell him only to ring at the 
bell, and to wait for no answer; because Ihen the 
porter might tell Mrs. Montagu my servant brought 
the note, for the porter could not tell but he might be 
my servant. But my maid was so stupid, she took the 
shilling I gave her for the chairman, and went to a 
green-shop, and bid the woraan send somebody with 
the note, and she left the shilling with her; so the 
green-woman, 1, suppose, thought she might keep thë 
shilling, and instead of sending a chairman she sent 
her own errand-girl ; and she was ail dirt and rags. 
But this is not ail ; for, when the girl got to the house, 
nothing would serve her but she would give the note 
to Mrs. Montagu, and waît for an answer ; so then, 
you know, Mrs. Montagu saw this ragged green-shop 
girl. I was never so shocked in my life, for when she 
brought me back the note I knew at once how it ail 
was. Only think what a mortification, to have Mrs. 
Montagu see such a person as that ! She must think 
it very odd of me indeed to send a green-shop girl to 
such a house as hers ! " 

Now for a distress equally grievous with Mrs. Ord : — 
" You must know Mrs. Ord called on me the other 
day when I did not happen to be dressed; so I had a 
very pretty sort of a bed-gown, like a jacket, hanging 
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ai tbe fire, and I bad on a petticoat, with a border on 
it of tbe same pattern ; but tbe bed-gown I thought was 
damp, and I was in a burry to go down to Mrs. Ord, 
so I would not stay to dry it, bat went down in anotber 
bed-gown, and put my cloak on. But only tbink what 
Mrs. Ord inust tbink of it, for I bave since tbought 
sbe must suppose I bad no gown on at all, for you 
must know my cloak was sq long it only sbewed tbe 
petticoat." 

If tbis ttiakes you grin as it did me, you will be glad 
of anotber spécimen of ber sorrows : — 

" I am always/* said sbe, out of luck witb Mrs. 
Ord ; for anotber time wben sbe came tbere bap- 
pened to be à great slop on tbe table ; so, wbile tbe 
maid was going to tbe door, I took up a rag tbat I 
bad been wiping my pencils witb, for I bad been paint- 
ing, and I wiped tbe table ; but as sbe got up-stairs 
before I bad put it away, I popped a wbite bandker- 
chief upon it. . However, wbile we were talking, I 
tbought my bandkercbief looked like a litter upon tbe 
table, and, tbinks I, Mrs. Ord will tbink it very untidy, 
for sbe is ail neatness, so I wbisked it into my pocket ; 
but I quite forgot tbe rag witb tbe paint on it. So, 
wben sbe was gone, — bless me! — tbere I saw it was 
sticking out of my pocket, in full sigbt. Only tbink 
wbat a slut Mrs. Ord must tbink me, to put a dish- 
clôut in my pocket ! 

I bad several stories of tbe same sort, and I fear I 
bave lost ail réputation with ber for dignity, as I 
laughed immoderately at ber disasters. 

DsoEfifBER 29th. — In tbe morning called Pacchi- 
erotti, rather in better spirits, but still looking very ill. 
I did not dare mention Lady Clarges, though I much 
wisbed to bave gathered some information, in order to 
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have sent it to you ; but he is now so depressed bjr the 
loss of his friend, that he cannot, witbout a sadness too 
much well to endare, talk or think of him. 

Monda Y, Dec. 30th. — I spent ail the morning at 
mj aunt's. In the evening I went, by appointiïient, to 
Mrs, Chapone^ where I met Mr. and Mrs. Pepys, Mr. 
and Mrs. Mulso, and Mr. Burrows and his old maiden 
sister. We had ratber a hum^drum evening. I cannot 
bring myself to be well enough acquainted with this 
set to try at enlivening it, beoause I cannot help being 
half afraid of them ; otherwise, a little rattling would 
prodigiously mend matters, and, though they might stare 
a little, I am snre they would like it. 

Mrs. Chapone shewed me a head of Mrs. Delany ; 
I admired it much ; there looks much benevolence and 
sensé in it. 

^'I am glad," said I, *'io see even thus much of 
her." 

" I hope, then," said Mrs. Chapone, " you will give 
me the pleasure of introducing you to know more of 
her." 

TtJESDAY, Dec. 318t.~I went this morning with my 
dear fiither to Sir John Ashton Lever's, where we could 
not but be entertained. Sir Ashton came and talked 
to us a good while. He may be an admirable naturalt^^, 
but I think if in other matters you leave tfie ist out, 
you will not much wrong him. He looks fuU sixty 
years old, yet he had dressed not only two young men, 
but himself, in a green jacket, a r<mnd hat, with green 
feaithers, a bundle of arrows under one arm, and a 
bow in the other, and thus, accoutred as a forester, 
he pranced about; while the younger fools, who were in 
the same garb, kept running to and fro in the garden, 
carefuUy contriving to shoot at some mark, just as any 



Digitized by 



1782] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 223 



of the Company appeared at any of the Windows. After 
such a spécimen of bis actions, you will excuse me if I 
give you none of his conversation. 

We met with Mr. NoUekens and Miss Welsh. 

As soon as I came home I went to Mrs. Thrale's, 
where I bargained for having nobody admitted, and I 
stayed till eleven o'clock, spending as quietly, sociable 
a day as I could wish. But I was much vexed I had 
not retumed somewhat sooner wben I heard that young 
Mr. Cambridge had been bere, just arrived from Cbesr 
ington. I would bave given tbe world to bave heard 
his immédiate account of wbat had passed, and whether 
tbe place and people had answered his espectations. 
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PART VL 

Wednesday, Jan. IsT, 1783. — This was one of my 
quiet days «t borne, opon ^ oonstructian I men- 
tioned to y ou. Paechierotti <»lled fer a few minutes in 
the mornîng, to wish ns a happy new year, and desired 
I would not forget making lus compliments to Mrs. 
JPbiUtps upon such an account. 

Thitrsday. — I i^in speat at faeme* 

Fridat, Jxk. St>y Was a very hmy day. In the 
mormng Aère was a grand rebearsal of a new serions 
opéra. Mrs. Fitzgerald had engaged to go with me, 
but sent me suddenly an excuse. 1, therefore, wrote 
to ask Mrs. Ord, for sbe had ssÀà «tiould like it a 
few deys before. She sent aie a very kind answer, 
and ealled for me at twelve o'dock. 

We got into a very good box, though so much in tbe 
dark that Paechierotti did not know me. There was 
very little company. The famous old dilettante, Mrs. 
French, was in the next box to ours, and put her head 
in to ask if I was not " Miss Mee?" Mrs. Ord had a 
good mind to answer no. Miss B. However, when I 
told her of her mistake, she entered, nevertheless, into 
chat, asking my opinion of the opéra, and what was 
the story, and the new singer, Carnevalè, &c. 

The opéra is called ^^Cimene," and the story îs 
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the "Cid." The masic Bertoars. Some is very 
pretty, some very trite, and a good many passages bor- 
Towed from Sacchini. Many things, however, in the 
scbeme of the opéra were, to me, quite new. The 
dnet Ibey begin and end togetfaer^ withont one solo bit 
for either singer. It is extremely pretty, and if Pond 
bad the upper part woukl bave been beautiful. The 
conclusion is a long bistoric finale, such as we bave 
been only used to in cooûc opéras ; and just befbre the 
last chorus Paochierotti bas a solo air, accompanied 
by the mandoline, which bas a mighty pretty effect ; 
but, not being expeeted, John Bull did not know 
wheâier it T^uld be right or not to approve it, and, 
therefore, instead of appkuding, the folks only looked 
at oue anotber. 

The new singer, Carnevale, has a loud, violent voice, 
very harsh and unpleasing, and as little manageable or 
ficsS^e as if she bad snng ail her life merely by^ar, 
ajid without teachkig o&any sort, She bas aU tfae 
abilitîes to be a great singer, and she is worse thaa any 
little one. Paochi^otti's first song is a sweet mezza 
bravura, or svreet, at least, fae made it, with the same 
wovds Millieo bad, * Plaea lo sdegno, O cara." His 
second is "«na vera eantabile." Oh, smch singingî — 
so«legaiit! — so dignified!— so chaste !—so polishedt 
I nerer hear bim mg 'wilhoat mshîng for you, who 
only feel bis sîngii^ as roy father and I do ; fer my 
fathmr seems more and more delighted with it every 
time be bears Mm. 

Friday, 4th Jan. — ^We bad an invited party at 
home, botb for disner and the evening. The occasion 
was in bonour of Dr. Pair, of Norwich, Mr. Twining's 
^end ; and wfao has been very kind about our Charles. 
He had been asked to dinoer, to meet Dr. Johnson, 
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but coald not corne till the evening. Mr. Seward and 
Mr. Sastres came early. Charles^ also, came from Chifih 
wick. 

Dr. Johnson came so very late, that we had ail given 
him up: he was, however, very ill, and onty from an 
extrême of kindness did he corne at ail. When I went 
np to hîm, to tell bow sorry I was to find him so un- 
wejl,— 

*'Âh!*' he cried, taking my hand and kissing il, 
** who shall ail any thing when *Cecilia' is so near? 
Yet you do not think how poorly I am!" 

This was quite melancholy, and ail dinner time he 
hardly opened his mouth but to repeat to me,^ — " Ah ! 
you little know how ill I am." He was excessrirely 
kind to me, in spite of ail his pain, and indeed I was so 
sorry for him, that I could talk no more than himsetf. 
AU our comfort was from Mr. Seward, who enliveued 
us as much as he possibly could by his puns and his 
sport. But poor Dr. Johnson was so ill, that after 
dinner he went home. 

Very early in the evening came Mrs. Fitzgerald, 
who bas ail her life been dying to see Dr. Johnson, and 
who, I am sure, was extremtly disappointed in missing 
him. Soon after came Mrs. Ord, who was less pro- 
Toked, because her curiosity bas often been gratified. 
Then came young Mr. Cambridge, who had had the 
same inducement sent him. Charles also came, and 
Mr. P the only accidentai caller-in of the party. 

My father now came up to me, foUowed by Dr. 
Parr, and said, — 

Fanny, Dr. Parr wishes to be introduced to you." 

I got up, and made my révérence. 

" Dr. Parr," said my- father, " gives us hopes of 
seeing Mr. ïwinîng this year." 
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i :. f* Jf Miss Burney," cried the Doctor, " would write 
to bim, success would be certain. I am sure he could 
resist nothing from her hand. Tell him he must corne 

see jVÏrs. Siddons.'* 
: . ** Ay/' said my father, and hear Pacchierotti." 

*' Whatever Miss Burney tells him, will do — one 
line from her would do. And if she makes use even of 
any false pretences, as they will be for so good a pur- 
pose, I will absolve her." 

.1 hate, even in jest, this loose morality from a cler- 
gyman. I only courtesied, and so forth, but attempted 
no answer; and he grew tired, and went on with mj 
fjijrtier and Mr. Seward. 

Mr. Cambridge then asked me concerning this Mr. 
Twining, and I gave him a little history of his cha- 
raeter, but not so animated a one as of my Daddy, lest 
uhe should order his horse, and set off for Colchester. 
His enthusiasm for any thing he supposes admirable 
would never have stopped short of such an expédition. 
We then went on chatting abont Mrs. Siddons, Mr. 
Garrick, Dr. Johnson, and sundries, till Mrs. Ord 
broke up the party by taking leave. Mrs. Fitzgerald» 
too, went at the same time. 

Mr. P , at last, spied me out, and came squinyinff 

up to me. His eyes are smaller than ever, and he is 
more blind than ever, and he pokes his nose more into 
{0»e's face than ever. • Mrs. Fitzgerald could not look 
ftt him without burstiug ,into an almost horse laugh ; 
which really made me hardly able to speak to him : 
but he talked to me with his usual prolific powers of 
entertainment.* Dr. Parr, Mr. Seward, my father, and 
Mr. Sastres kept in a clump. 
•t . . * * * * * 

Young Mr. Cambridge need not complain of my 
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taciturnity, whatever his ftither may do. Who, ifideed, 
of ail my new acquaintanees, ba» so well uaderstoeNi 
SM? The rest ail talk of " Evrfina" a»d « Cecilia," and 
turn every other word into some comjdiment ; while^he 
talks of Ghesington, or Captain Phillips, and pays me^ 
BOt even by implication, any complîmeiïts at alL He 
neither looks at me with any cinriosity, nor speaks to 
me with any air of expectaticm ; txvo loost insofferaMe 
honours, which I am continually receiyiing. He is^ 
very properly consetous he has at least as Hmdai to say 
as to hear, and he is above affeeting*a ridkalous defer- 
ence to whieh he feels I bave no daim. If t met wîth 
more folks who would talk to me npon meh ratknud 
terms,-— Gonsidering, Itke hmi, tkeir omn dignî^ oi fall 
as mueh value as my ladyship's vanity, — wiA how M- 
ttztely more ease and pleasare sboald^ I make ona in 
those conversations. 

Saturday. — i made visits this mormng to Miss 

£ and Mrs. Chapone, aad fovnd.oidy Ûte last at 

home ; but as sbe was not only lasÉ, but best^ it ae- 
oorded extremely well wiid^ my wiriiea^ I tben went 
on ta Mîrs, Thrale, wWi wbem» I spent tbe day — always 
with ail my heart. 

MoNPAY. — Mrs. Fitzgerald called for me in the 
morning, to go to the la^ rehearsal o* " Cimeae." I 
have nothing new to say about it. Mr. Fitcgen^ 
brooght Paechierotti, for a fetr moments, into our be». 
He was not in spirits, but-could not help singiag 
sweetly. 

As we were ooming ont of the Opéra house^ j«st at 
t^e door leading to the Haymavket, I sâw^the tw^ Mifis^ 
BuUs. Lady Mary Duncan, wbom they had beei» wkk, 
had gone on. Miss Catherine Bull aceidentally looked 
round, and, thinking now or never to put an end tcthe 
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awkwardness acqoaûitaace and bo acqiuâiilaEce^ 

i Tratixred to insÉantly eourlesy, thougk rather uncov 
tam wbether i wa» knawn. Mks Catherine returned 
Bty rererence wkh. mvch alamty, and mœt ei^rly 
«aîled alk«r her sîster^ — '"^Sisterl sist«r! here'a Miss 
Bamey Miss Bull came back, aad more ccmrteaies^ 
foUowed. Misa Calbeidne Bull thaï began a œost warm 
ilo^ of PacdiietottL 

I hope/' eried sfae, ^^the new opent witl be »p- 
plau^ed L — 1£ Phcekierotti i» not applandéd^ 1 shall die !. 
Be is s» nnhapp^ alHmt it ! " 

It is very mifertiuiate/' said 1^ ^ that even thoee^ 
firiends he lias made^ small as^ tbe nmnber is^ to what I 
irîfiii ity heîs sot cMSciooa tbat he posseases; ft>r they 
are, in gênerai, tbe most quiet and attentive pan of di« 
andfeiKîe,. and tbMgb tbey losten to bim wîtb as much 
pleasure as we do, tbey bardly tbink of applauding 
kim; and tberefore ke condiides they do no* like- kim/^ 

Yes^" eried Mis» Catberkie, and cuie may talk 
one's self ont of breath before he wiU bdiere one^ wk^ 
one telb hiiu bow many people admire bim 

Mrs» Fitzgearald Ihen made* me go with l^r CSos- 
way's, to see her little girl's picture. I saw also* 
some sweet things tkere,, e^eciidly a minîatare of tbe 
Duchess of Rtttiand,. tbat is beanity itsel£ I passed tbe 
rest of tbe day chez^ nom. 

was ail tke mosming witb MrSb. Tbrale, 
«nd tben went witb my fiitker to dinner at Mrs. Qrd's. 
We met tbe Denoyers, and Jonas Hanway, tbe old 
traveller. He is very loquacious, extremely Smà of 
talking of what ke kas seen and kea?d» and wonM be 
Tery entertabakig,. were be less. addicted to retail anec- 
dotes and refiorts firom newspapers. Mr. Selvyn also. 
fnks tbere. 
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Thursday. — Âgain at home, though Mrs. Thrale 
came to me to offer me a place in side-box, to sc^ 
Mrs. Siddous in Belvidera." I could refuse that 
without offence, though not without surprise, as it waa 
60 generally a désirable thing, that it shewed how 
much I really and sineerely coveted a little respite 
from dress and bustle. I had, however, seen and beeh 
half killed by Mrs. Siddons in Belvidera," or I could 
not hâve been so heroic in my domesticity. 

FRZDAY.-^Âgain at home, but not alone, for had 
visitors ail day. Mr. Jackson, of Exeter, came in ihe 
moming, and brought, as he had begged leave to do, 
his daughter. She seems sensible, but she is rather 
conceited, and fond of talking, and talking as if wiàà 
satifified she deserved hearers. 

Before they went came Miss Streatfield, looking 
pale, but very élégant and pretty^ She was in faigh 
spirits, and I hope bas some reason. She made, at 
least, speeches that provoked such surmises. When 
the Jacksons went, — 

''That," said I, '' is the celebrated Jackson of 
Ëxeter; I dare say you would like him if you knew 
him." 

'' I dare say I should,*' cried she, simpering, *^ for he 
bas the two requisites for me, — he is tall and thin." 

To be sure, this did not at ail call for raillery ! I^. 
Vyse bas always been distinguisbed by those two epi>- 
thets. I said, however, nothing, as my mother was 
présent ; but sbè would not let my looks pass un- 
noticed. 

Oh !" cried she, "how wicked you look! — No 
need of seeing Mrs. Siddons, for expression ! — How- 
ever, you know how much that is my taste, — tall and 
thin ! — but you don't know how àpropos it is just nowT 
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âhe was here interrupted by the entrance of young 
Mr. Cambridge, wlio tben came into the room. 

He bad a good deal of talk witb Miss Streatfield 
aboat ber darling Bisbop of Cbester, at wbose bouse 
he bas often met ber. She talked of bim witb ber 
usaal warmtb of passionate admiration, and be praised 
bim very ipucb also, and said, — 

" I know no bouse wbere conversation is so well 
understoodas tbe Bisbop of Cbester s, — except tbis, — 
wbere, from tbe little I bave seen — and mucb more I 
bope to see — I tbink it is more pleasantly and desirably 
managed tban any wbere." 

Friday. — Mr. Jackson and bis dangbters came to 
tea in tbe evening, and Miss Matbias, as a visitor of 
Charlotte's. Mr. Jackson, unfortunately, was in one 
of fais gloomy bumours, and would not talk witb my 
motber ; as to me, I never bardly, wben tbe party is 
so small, can talk witb any comfort or spirit. I gave 
tbe evening wboUy, tberefore, to Miss Jackson, wbo 
could give me back notbing in payment, but tbat I 
bad merely done wbat was fitting to do. 

I made a visit to poor Dr. Jobnson, to inquire afler 
bis bealtb. I found bim better, yet extremely &r from 
well. One tbing, bowever, gave me infinité satisfac- 
tion, lie was so good as to ask me after Cbarles, and 
said, "I sball be glad to see bim; pray tell bim to 
call upon me." I tbanked bim very mucb, and said 
bow proad be would be of sucb a permission. 

" I sbould be glad," said he, still mor^e kindly, " to 
see bim, if he were not your brother ; but were be a 
dog, a cat, a rat, a frog, and belonged to you, I must 
needs be glad to see bim ! " 

Mr. Seward bas sent me a proof plate, upon silver 
paper, of an extremely fine impression of tbis dear 
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Doctor, a m^zotinto, by Donghty^. irom Sir Joshaa s 
picture, and a Ycry pretty note to beg my aeceptanee 
of it. I am mueh obMged to him^ and Tery glad ta 
liave it. 

Saturday, Jan. IIth. — I wc«l early to my dear 
Mrs. Thrale's to spend dae whole day with her, vrhith 
I did most comfortably^ and xiobody ynm let in. In 
tfae eveniog, as I l&ad Mrs. Crewe's ticket^ I went 
witk her and Miss Tbrale into tfae pit mt ihe Opem. It 
'was Medonte. Paedbiepotti wa6 charmingly m yoke^ 
and we sat near tbe oreheslra, and I Iieurd kiia aH 
possible advantage. 

In our way we p«ssed tluKRi^ tbe eoffee^room» 
There we were reeogniâed by J— — . He waa vefy 
mil^ and, soon after we had taken onr place», Mrs. 
Tbrale beiag belween her daugfater and me^ he took 
the outward seat n^ait to naine, where be sat diu»^ 
the whole opéra. He is a£feeted and daiiity, but he 
knows musie very well, aod is patsîonalely an ad- 
mirer of Pacdhierottiy which made me very glad of 
having him in my neighbQurhood. A gentleman, too, 

bis acquaintanee, wbo sat between us, was cfsàte a 
véhément admirer of the sweet. Pae's.,. yet I observed 
th«t neither of them gave hîm any af^plause, — so indo- 
lent people are eyeu in theîr pleasnres. 

Mr. J , though he talked to^ me very mueb, never 

<Ëd it whlle the Pae. was singîng» or while any thing 
else was going fbrward that was worth attention» 

" Have you rend,** he said^ the new book that bas 
had SDch a ron in France, ' Les liakons dangereuses?' " 
No,*' answered I,. not mueh pleased at the name, 

I bave not even heard of it." 
Indeed l — tt bas made so nraeb noiae in France I 
am quite surprised at that. It is not, indeed, a work 
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that recommeads very stpkt moyality : bat jo», we ail 
know, may look into any worit without being hujrt 
by it." 

I felt hurt then, however^ and veiy gravely an- 
swered, — 

*' I eannot give myself that praîse, as I nevear look 
into any books that could hurt sae." 

He bowed, and smiled, and said, that was "very 
right/' and added, — 

^' This book was writtea aa officer ; and he says, 
there are no character s nor situations in it that he has 
Bot hîmself seen." 

••That, th«n," cried I, will with me always be a 
reason to as little désire seeîn^ the offiear as his 
book." 

He looked a Uttle simple at this^ bot pretended to 
«pprove it very mucb. However^ I fahcy it will save 
hina the trouble of inqniring into mf readings any 
more. I wa» really prOToked with hina, however, and 
thongh he was xnost obsequiously civil to me, I only 
spoke to him in answer^ after this Uttle diidogue. 

Wben the opéra was overy he took leave of us to go 
ioto* some better plaee^ I faney, for seeing. a new dance, 
irhieh was to follow. Bfut I was very mueh surprised, 
when, while I was speaking to Mrs. Thrale,, a voice 
said, " How do yoti do, Miss Barney ?" and turning 

about, I saw Mr. J s place had been taken by Mr. 

George Cambridge. You. may easily believc I was not 
sorry at the change. I like him, indeed, extremely. 
He is both élégant and sensible^ and almost all the 
other folks I meet deserve, at best^ but one of those 
epîthets. 

When the danee was over, he joined some other 
ladies,. and we met with my father, and Harry Cotton, 
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and proceeded to the coffee-room. It was, however, so 
<5rowded, we could not make way to the door. 

Among the fine folks was Lady Archer, whom I had 
never before seen so near : and notwithstanding ail hér 
most unnatural cake of white and red, her features 
were so perfect and so lovelj, I could not help saying, — 

"What pity so much beauty should be thrown 
away !" 

" Beauty" repeated H. Cotton, " if any there be, I 
must own it lies too deep for me to see it." 

I went to-day to Lady H's., who has been here. She 
looks extremely ill, and is very ill ; and Miss C. looked 
•extremely ugly, and is very ugly ; and the other Misses 
looked extremely affected and conceited, and are affected 
and conceited : so looks and facts were well suited. 

I then called on Mrs. Fitzgerald, and had a hearty 
and robust halloo with her, comieally in contrast with 
the languor I had just left, and then came home, where 
I stayed with my mother the rest of the day. 

MoNDAY, Jan. 13th. — This proved, and unexpect- 
edly, a very agreeable day to nie. I went with my 
father to dine at Mrs. Walsingham*s, where I only 
went so soon again because he wished it, but where I 
passed my time extremely well. The party was small, 
—Dr. Warton, Mr. T. Warton, Mr. Pepys, Mr. Mou- 
tagu, Mr. Walker the lecturer, and my dear Sir Jo- 
shua Reynolds, with my father, were ail the men ; and 
Mrs. Montagu was the only other female besides mysèlf. 

Dr. Warton made me a most obsequious bow ; I had 
been introduced to him, by Sir Joshua, at Mrs. Chol- 
• mondeley's. He is what Dr. Johnson calls a rapturist, 
and I saw plainly he meant to pour forth much civility 
into my ears, by his looks, and watching for opportu- 
nities to speak to me : I so much, however, dread such 
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attacks, that every timc I met bis eye, I turned another 
wày, witli so frigid a countenanoe, that he gave up his 
design. He is a very communicative, gay, and plea- 
sant converser, and enlivened the whole day by his 
readiness upon ail subjects. 

Mr. Tom Warton, the poetry historiographer, looks 
unfornied in his manners, and awkward in his gestures. 
He joined not one word in the gênerai talk, and, but for 
my father, who was his neighbour at dinner, and entered 
into a ttte'à'tète conversation with him, he would 
never bave opened his mouth after the removal of the 
second course. 

Mr. Montagu is Mrs. Montagu's nephew, and 
adopted son. He is young, and well enough look- 
ing, bas an unconimon memory for ail he bas read, 
is extrenjely civil in his behaviour, and seems ex- 
tremely well-formed in bis mind, both with respect 
to literature, and to principle. He affects, however, 
talking French rather too mucb, and bas a something 
finical in his manners, that, with me, much lessens 
their power of pleasing. 

Mr. Walker, though modest in science, is vulgar 
in conversation. The rest I bave notbing new to 
say about. 

I was placed at dinner between Sir Joshua and Mr. 
Montagu. I had a great deal pf exceeding comfort- 
able and easy chat with Sir Joshua^ as I always bave, 
whîch makes his very sight enliven me in ail thèse 
places. I had intended not speakingat ail with Mr. Mon*^ 
tagu, as I thought him so fine ; but he was so very civil, 
and 80 perpetually addressed me, that before dinner was 
over we seemed quite well acquainted. 

When we left the gentlemen, Mrs. Montagu and 
Mrs. Walsingham began a conversation upon Lady 
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Cfaariotte Ftnch's }»te exeorsion to Spuiti, <and tben 
talkcd ii{Km ibreign pk^es and foreign people witti 
nrach spirit «ad «ntertiûnmeztt. Whan tbe gendemen 
joined us, tbe «ame euligect oontiaved, and was ex^ 
tremely well treated. Mrs. Montagu was particiilAriy 
ekeeiful, aod satd loany va'y good tbings. Indeed, 
iMrthii^ was 9«îd tliat desen/^d not attention. 

Onœ, hewew, I was a Utile startled : tbe conversa- 
tion, by degrees, fell npon >books, and every body 
agreed that Sir Roger de Coverley waSy perbaps, tbe 
first cbaracter ever <}rawn, for perfeetîon of deline- 
ation. 

^ Bat I cannet help snspecting/' said Dr. Warton, 
ît is taken from tbe lîfe, as tbere are certain traits m 
it too ezoeUent to ha^e been merely invented : parti- 
eulariy l^t siagularity, tbat wha*ever he visited he 
dtwayB talked to tbe serrants tbe wbole way he went 
upsiairs." 

Mr. M ont£^ bere arose, and walking roand to tbe 
baek of my chair, «aid, in a whisper, — 

" Miss Bumey, pray how is thisî nwist acfaaracter, 
to be excellent, be drawn from tbe life? I beg you 
wouldteÏÏMe?" 

Malîcious enough, tbis ! 

" O," anewei^d ï, as easily as I conld, " unless we 
knewwhat cbaracters csre, and what are not, drawn 
from tbe lîfe, 'tis impossible to décide.'' 

TuESDAY. — I spent at Mrs. Tbrale's ail tbe after- 
noon, but bad two engagements for tbe erening ; one 
wtth Mrs. Ord, wbo bad written me tbe finest of pase- 
gyrics from Soame Jenyns^ wbo bad charged ber lo 
contrive a meeting for him, and she b^ged to see me 
on Saturday. I bad no beart for sueh ^n encounter, 
and sent an excnse. She tben insisted upon seeii^ 
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me^ and, wfaen i w^it, dedm^ I ehould fix my own 
dc^^ and ^ewed rm Mr, J«»yiis' noies upmi sufaject» 
ail expraising his violent impAtienoe for tbe interviewa 
I y^m obiigied to «grée for Friday ; but indeed with m 
good will, iSMT I am not at ail equal to stteh fertual en» 
gisements. If I had met iiim aoeidentally I sbouM 
have been much pleased ; but arranging a meeting, pro- 
feseedly to hear his compiimentB, notfaing in tbe world 
but an inability of resisting Mrs. Ord's importonity 
sbooM have naade me consent to. 

Mrs. Carter was with her. I eould not, however, 
^ay, thottgh so quiet a trio would much foetter have 
suited ne. 

We hod a note to day firom Hetty^ who is joet re- 
tiM*ned from Barabam, with a request from the Biehi^ 
of WhwAwster and Mrs. North that tbey might oome 
hère to tea the next day. Mrs. North has long nmde 
advances to me of aequaintance ; however, Hettywrote 
me Word from Fi^nham, that she said she saw I ehirked 
her, but she was dcAmsined to oonquer me^ if human 
powers CMld <k> it. 

My dwr fiuher was dtligfated, and readUy agreed 1o 
tbeir coming. He would have had nobody invited to 
meet them ; but my mother, of her own accord, and 
without telling him, sent to invite Mr. George Caifl- 
bridge, wh^ee civility to her has won her heart, and 
most especially his bringing her the print of Mrs. 
Siddons. 

They cawie very early, Ihe Bishop, Mrs. North, Mr. 
Bnmey, and Hctty, who had dined with them. Mrs. 
North apologised, with «n easy gaiety, to my mother, 
for lèe liherty she had taken, and then bîd Hetty intro- 
duee her to Charlotte and me. She spoke to me at 
once with a freedom'and facetiousness which «he memt 
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to inspire me with the same, and make me shake off 
the shyness she had heard belonged to me with stran- 
gers ; but her flightiness, like that of Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley, which it a good deal resembled» only served to 
make me feel foolish, and wish her to address some- 
body else. The fiishop was quiet and gentle, and 
talked only with my father. 

I was sitting by myself upon the sofa, when Hetty, 
Crossing over to me, said, — 

Mrs. North déclares she sees y ou are going into a' 
lethargy, and she has sent me to rouse you." 

Mrs. North then foUowed berself, and began a véhé- 
ment charge to me not to be formai. She reproached 
me, with great good humour, for so long shirking her 
acquaintance ; said she was sure I had conceived an 
aversion to her, but gave me her word I should like 
the Bishop of ail thiugs. Then calling him up to us, 
she said, — 

. Did not I tell you as we came along that I knew 
she would like you vastly, and me not at ail?*' 

" I beg your pardon," cried I, " but perhaps-I may 
be less afraid of the Bishop from expecting less of hia 
notice." 

*' There now — that 's abominable ! She 's afraid of 
-me, and not of you." 

Because I," cried the Bishop, am afraid of her,. 
that 's ail." 

My mother now summoned them to look at Mrs. 
Siddons* print, and I was glad of the opportunity to 
remove, as this rattling requires more intimacy and 
congeniality to make it to me pleasant. 

Mrs. North, being satisfied with the print, again 
placed me next her on the sofa. She shewed us ail a 
Tery beautiful bouquet, half natural and half artificial. 
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^4mâ then, taking it oat of her bosom, she insidted upon 
fastening it in mine ; and when I would have declined 
ît, <5Pied ont,— 

^'Oottie, yo» littk toad, don't be absurd. Let me 
flx it for you at oncé/' 

- -And afterwards, when I did not instantly understand 
doœe queer speeoh she made» and which might bé taken 
tnany wayâ, êhe exclaimed,— 
Corne, now, don't be duU !" 
When they were taking leave, Moûday was fixed 
upon for ail of us but my mother, who was alloired to 
etcàse herself, to dine at tbe Bisbop's. I was «ïigaged 
^în the evening to an assembly at Mrs. Thrale's. 

T5Bt;RSDAY. — This morûing we had a visit firom the 
«Idér Mr. Cairîbridge. I cannot, bowever, be at ali 
* éttsy with the iather, though I admiré him more and 
^Hùore, and think all that is formai in him wears off 
upon aequaintanee, and all that is pleasant grows more 
"^ftnd more condpicuoas. But be behaves to me with a„ 
kind of déférence that kills me; he listens to what B 
Bày, as you would listen to Dr. Johnson, and leans . 
for#ard with an air of respect that, from a man such^ 
as him, half pétrifies me ; for what upon earth (^uM I 
&Ad to say that would answer high-raised expectations 
fr<Mn Mr. Cambridge ? I feel with him as I did with* 
Mr. Burke — an admiration that makès me delighted té 
hear him ; but that makes me, at the same titne, dread 
tcf hear myself. If they took less notice of me, I should 
t do beHer. 

r He told us he had had great pleasure in seeiug agftia 

his old acquaimance Mn Crisp, — 
^ ^^But for Mrs. Phillips/' he cried, **I am in love 
i with her — I want to marry her — I nevér was so mttcfe 

eharmed in so short a time before." 

VOL. II. R 
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I believe I did look a little more at my ease when 
said this. His praise of my Susy is worth having ; and 
he spoke it with a warmth and pleasure that made me 
almost long to embrace him. I think that would bave 
put an end to this distance I complain of pretty com- 
pletely. 

Friday. — Now for this grand interview with Soame 
Jenyns. I went with my dear father, who was quile 
enchanted at the affair. Dear soul, how he feeds upon 
ail that brings famé to Cecilia! his eagerness upon 
this subject, and his pleasure in it, are truly enthusi- 
astic, andy I think, rather increase by fiilness than 
grow satiated. ' 

We were late ; there wa^ a good deal of comj^oiy, 
not in groups, nor yet in a cirde, but seated sqoaré 
round the room, in order foUowing, — Miss Ellerkevj 
Mrs. Soame Jenyns, Mrs. Thrale, her daughter, Mai 
Buller, Mr. Cambridge, sen., Mr. Soame Jenyns, Mv^ 
Selwin, Mr. Cambridge, jun., Miss finrgoyne, a lady 
or two I knew not, and three or four men. 

Mrs. Ord almost ran to the door to receive us, and 
every créature of this company^ contrary to ail présent 
custom in large meetings, stood up. 

Why have you been so late ? " cried Mrs. Ord^ 

we have been wàiting for you this hour. I was 
afraid there was some mistake." 

'* My father could not come sooner." 
But why would not you let me send my coach fofi 
you? Mr. Soame Jenyns bas been dying wiA îm«^ 
patience ; some of us thought you would not come ; 
others thought it only coquetry; but come, let us 
repair the time as we can, and introduce you to <mè 
another without further delay." 

You may believe how happy I felt at this " some 
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tiiooght," and others/* wbich instantly betrayed that 
èTisry body was apprised they were to see this fiimoas 
rencottnter; and lest I should mark it less, every body 
8tiU stood up. 

Mr. Jenyns now, with ail the speed in his power, 
hastened up to me, and began a long harangue of 
whieh I know hardly a word, upon the pleasure and 
fayour, and honour, and what not, of meeting me, 
and upon the delight, and information, and amusement 
of reading " Cecilia." 

I made ail possible révérences, and tried to get to a 
seat, but Mrs. Ord, when I tumed firom him, took my 
hand, and leading me to the top of the room, pre- 
seated me to Mrs. Jenyns. Révérences were repea^d 
here^ in silence, however, so they did very well. I 
thts hoped to escape to Mrs. Thrale, who held out her 
bmd to me, pointing to a chair by her own, and 
sayèig,— 

Must I, too, make interest to be introduced to 
Miss Burney?" 

This, however, was not allowed; Mrs. Ord again 
took my hand, and parading me to the sofa, said, — 

Come, Miss Burney, and let me place you by 
Mrs. BuUer." 

I was glad, by this time, to be placed any where, 
for not till then did thé company seat themselves. 

Mr. Cambridge, sen. then came up to speak to me, 
but had hardly asked how I did before Mrs. Ord 
brougfat Mr. Jenyns to me again, and made him my 
right-hand neighbour, saying, — 

" There! now I bave put you fairly together, I have 
done with you." 

Mrs. Buller is tall and élégant in her perscm; she 
is a famous Greek scholar, a, celebrated traveller upon 
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ihe Coatinent to see cnstoms and maniiers; and a 
woman eVery way singular, tôt htr knowledge and 
«nterprising way of life. 

Mr. Soame Jenyns then, thus called iipoia-*^co«lil 
he do less ? — began aa enlogy lotliriyalkd, I think^ for 
extravagance of prake. Ail création wad open to me ; 
no haman being ever began that book and faad pwef 
to put it down : patho», hnmottr, mterest, moràI-^0 
HéaTeas ! I heard, bowerer, but tbe leading words ; 
though every body else, the whole room being wlejit, 
donbtless heard how they hung togetber. Had I béen 
<iarried to a théâtre to bear an oration upon say own 
performances, I eould hardly bave felt more cor-* 
ibtmded. 

I bowed my head during the first two or threé 
aentenc^y by way of marking that I thought them 
oyer ; but over they were net the more. I then tumed 
away, but I only met Mrs. Buller, who took up the 
panegyric where Mr. Jenyns stopped for breatb. 

In short, the things that were said, with the attention 
of the whole company> would bave drawn Uushes mto 
the cheeks of Agnjari or Qarrick. I was almost upon 
the point of running away. I changed so often from 
bot to cold that I really felt myself in a fever and an 
agne. I never even attempted to speak to them, and 
I looked with ail the frigidity I possibly could, in 
bopes th^ would tire of bestowing such honours on a 
subject so ungratefuL 

One moment I had bopes that Mr. G. Cambridge, 
in Christian charity, was coming to offer some inter* 
ruption ; for, when thèse bpeeches were in their height, 
he came and sate down on a chair immediately oppo- 
site Miss Thrale, and equally near, in profile, to me ; 
but he merely said, I hope Dr. Bumey has n9t 
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waated lus pamphlet ? " Evea Mrs. Thrale irmld not 
€oine near me, aâd told me irfbrwwrds it hmd béent 
sm^ A settled thingy before my «rriral, that I wms i» 
beloQg te Mr. Soanie Jeajos, that she did nM dare. 

At lenglh, hower^, t]ie people^ finding tbene wag 
no chance of amusejneat from nae, and naturailj con^ 
Clading Mr. Jeoyns coakl 6ay htût more, begian to 
e^tertaîia them^eWes in a more gênerai way ; and d»^ 
Mr. Cambridge, sen. entered into an arguw«nt wîA 
Mrs. Buller upoa foreiga cmtoum opposed to EagKsh^ 
aii<l iipon tfae difficulté of getting good conversation, 
&0m ibe ectern^ ioternentioo of politics or dias^a^ 

Mrs. BiUler mm dever md sptrtted, but bold anA 
décisive; Mr. Cambridge was entertainiiig «ad wcH 
hrei, md bsd the rigfat, I Ijiougfat, oa bis side. I 
lllid more iielief, bowever, tfaan pleMire in the eooBtr 
versatipn ; fer my joy in b«ii^ no longer the object «of 
tbe «ompany v«ub such as not to leave me <}uîte ait 
l^berty for atteodÎDg to winit iras aatd. 

The moment tkey w«re gooe, ^ Well, Miss Bumey/* 
^aid Mrs.Ord, bave jow jmd Mr. Jenyns àad a graat 
4ml <of 4x>avers»tioiQ t^ether V 

" O yes, a great 4eal oai my parti" 
Why you don't look quite recovered from it yetr-r- 
4id not you like it?" 

O yes, it was perifectiy agreeaibie to meî *' 

" Did he oppress you?" cried Mr. Cambridge, a»4 
Iben began a very warm praise of him for talents, 
wit, aïKl unâersijandmg, bis knowledge, writings, nmd 
humour. 

i sbonld bave been very ready to bave joined wilfc 
him, had T not feared he mea&t an iiivpËed reproadi 
to me, for not being more gnuteAil for tbe pitiise ôf a 
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xnan such as he described. I arn sorry he was présent 
if that is the case ; but the truth is, the evening was 
not merely disagreeable but painful to me. It became 
now, however, quîte the contrary ; Mr. Cambridge 
took the lead, and told some stories, that for humour 
and comicality I think unequalled. 

When we ail broke up upon Mrs. and Miss Thrale's 
going, Mr. George Cambridge, very good-naturedly, 
said to me, — 

" How sorry I have been for you to-night ! " 

"O, I shall take care how I come hère again," 
answered I ; I have often tied Mrs. Ord up to pro*- 
mise I should find her alone, and I don't much think 
I shall be in haste to come again without making the 
same agreement." 

Mrs. Ord herself, then coming up to me, regretted 
that Mrs. Boscawen had been at the house ; but, 
though she came on purpose, could not stay my arrivai, 
I was 80 late! I wîshed to have remonstrated against 
her making this silly interview thus public, and în- 
viting witnesses ; but I saw she meant me so much 
kindness, that I had not courage to tell her how very 
utterly she had failed. I shall not, therefore, complain 
or scold, but only try to guard against any more such 
scènes in future. 

Even my father himself, fond as he is of this ado 
about " Cecilia," was sorry for me to-night, and said I 
looked qtiite ill one time. 

Saturd^ay. — I felt so fa^ed with the preceding 
day's fuss, that I really wanted quieting and refittiîig. 
Mr. George Cambridge, in the moming, brought 
home my father's pamphlet, and asked me how I did 
after Mr. Soame Jenyns. 

" O, pretty well, now!" cried 1, " but I must own 
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I most heartily wlshed myself at plain, quiet, sober 
Chesington the whole of the evening." 

" Well ! " said he, " you concealed your uneasiness 
extremely well, for my father never saw it. I saw it, 
and was very much concerned at it ; but when I men- 
tioned something of it to him this morning, he wa» 
quite astonished." 

" I doubt not," said I ; " he only thought I received 
a great deal of honour." 

No, no, it was not that ; but he has no idea of 
those sort of things. I am sorry, however, you saw 
Soame Jenyns to such disadvantage, for he is worth 
your knowing. His conversation is not flowing nor 
.regular, but nobody has more wit in occasional sallies." 

" Well, ail my comfort was fix)m Mr. Cambridge ; 
^hen he began that argument with Mrs. Buller I was 
in heaven ! " 

" My father hâtes argument, too," said he ; " it was 
a mere accident that he would enter into one. For 
my own part, I was quite sorry not to hear Soam^e 
Jenyns talk more." 

"Were you?" quoth 1, shaking my head a little 
piteously. 

" Not to you — 1 don't mean to you," cried he, 
laughing; but I assure you you would find him ex^ 
tremely entertaining. However, was not Mrs. Ord 
herself, though she is a sweet woman, a little to blâme ? 
Nothing could be so natural as that Soame Jenyns, 
having himself so much humour, should have been 
eharmed with ' Cecilia,' and should wish to know 
you ; but if there had not been so many people, or if 
rthere had been as many, and they had been set to 
conversing with one another, it might ail have done 
;very well." 
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While he was here Pacçhi«rotti called-^very grare, 
but very sweet. Mr. G. C. iMsk^d if be spoke English. 

" O, very well," cried I, pray try him ; he is very 
amiable, and I fancy you wUl like him." 

Pacchierotti begaa with complainip^ of the variable 
weatber. 

" I cannot," he said, " be well such an inconsistent 
day." 

We laughed at the word " imcoiuiistent," aud Mr* 
Cambridge said, — ] 

It ifi curiou« to see what new mod6$ ail kmguages 
may Iake ia the haads of foreigoers* The natives dare 
not try such experiments ; and, tberefore, we all talk 
pretty much alike ; but a foreigner is oUiged to hasard 
new expressions, and very often he sbews us a force 
and power in our words, by an unosnal adaptotion o£ 
them, that we were not ourselves aware tbey would 
admit." 

And then, to draw Pacchierotti ont, he began a 
dispute, of the différent merits of Italy and England; 
defending his own country merely to make him abuse 
it; while Pacchierotti most eagerly took up the gaunt- 
let on the part of Italy. 

This is a climate/* said Pacchierotti, " never in 
the same case for half an hour at a time ; it sball be 
fair, and wet, and dry, and humîd, igtrty times in s 
morning in the least» I am tired to be so played 
with, sir, by your cUmate." 

" We bave one thing, however, Mr. Pacchierotti/' 
he answered, which I hope you allow nmkes some 
amends, and that is our verdure ; in Italy you canaoi 
boast that." 

But it seem to me^ sir, to be of no utility so mueh 
ever-green ; is rather too much for my humble opinion*'^ 
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" And tben your iosects, Mr. Paxîchierotti ; tho«e 
alone are a most dreadful drawback upon the comfort 
of your fine climate." 

To Mr. Cambridge/' çried I, meaning his fatber, 
1 am sure tbey would ; for his aversion to insects is 
quite comîcal/' 

He ifranted me to explain myself, but I dare not tell 
a i^ory after Mr. Cambridge» especially to his son. 

I must own," said Pacchierotti, Italy is rather 
disagraeable for the insects ; but is not better, sir» 
thao an atmosphère so bad as they cannot live in it ?" 

Why, as I ean't défend our atmosphère, I must 
shift my ground» and talk to you of pur fires» which 
draw together society." 

0, indeedp good sir, your societies are not very 
invigorating ! Tweaty people of your gentlemen and 
Ifidies to sit about a fire, and not to pronounce one 
Word, is very duU !" 

We laughed heartily at this retort courteous, and 
Mr. G. C. was so rauch pleased with it, that he kept 
up a sportive conversation with him the whole time he 
stayedi mucb to my satisfaction ; as most of the people 
the poor Pac. meets with here affect a superiority to 
<^nversing with him, tbough he bas more intelligence, 
ay, and cultivation too, than half of them. 

The entrance of young Mr. Hoole, and afterwards of 
Mrs. Meeke, interrupted them, and Pacchierotti took 
leave. I thea made his éloge to Mr. G. C, who said, — 

I was very glad to meet with him; I had heard 
he applied very much to our language, and there is a 
softness in his manner, and at the same time a spirit 
in his opinions, extremely engaging, as well as eni^ 
tertaining." 

SuNDAY, Jak. 19. — And now for Mrs. Delany. * I 
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spent one hour with Mrs. Thrale, and then called for 
Mrs. Chapone, and we proceeded together to St. 
James's Place. 

Mrs. Delany was alone in her drawing-room, whîch 
is entirely hung round wilh pictures of her own paînt- 
ing, and ornaments of her own designing. She came 
to the door to receive us. She is still tall, though 
some of her height may be lost : not much, howev^r, 
for she is remarkably upright. She has no remains of 
beauty in feature^ but in countenance I never but once 
saw more, and that was in my sweet maternai grand- 
mother. Benevolence, softness, piety, and gentleness 
are ail résident in her face ; and the reserablance with 
which she struck me to my dear grandmother, in her 
first appearance, grew so much stronger from ail that 
came from her mind, which seems to contain nothing^ 
but purity and native humility, that I almost longed 
to embrace her ; and I am sure if I had, the recollée- 
tion of that saint-like woman would have been so 
strong that I should never have refrained from crying 
over her. 

Mrs. Chapone presented me to her, and taking my 
hand, she said, — 

" You must pardon me if I give you an old-fashioned 
réception, for I know nothing new." 

And she saluted me. I dîd not, as with Mrs. Wal- 
singham, retreat from her. 

" Can you forgive, Miss Bumey," she continued, 
" this great liberty I have taken with you, of asking 
for your company to dinner ? I wished so impatiently 
to see one from whom I have rcQeived such extraor- 
dinary pleasure, that, as I could not be alone this 
moming, I could not bear to put it off to another day ; 
and, if you had been so good to come iii the evening, 
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I might, perhaps, have had company ; and I hear so 
ill that I cannot, as I wish to do, attend to more than 
one at a time ; for âge makes me stupid even more 
than I am by nature ^ and how grieved and mortified 
I must have been to know I had Miss Burney in the 
room, and not to hear her !" 

She then mentioned her regret that we could not 
stay and spend the evening with her, which had been 
told her in our card of accepting her invitation, as we 
were both engaged, which, for my part, I heartily 
regretted. 

" I am particularly sorry," she added, " on account 
of the Duchess Dowager of Portland^ who is so good 
as to corne to me in an evening, as she knows I am 
too infirm to wait upon her Grâce myself : and she 
wished so much to see Miss Bumey. But she said she 
would corne as early as possible, and you won't, I 
hope, want to go very soon ? " 

My time, I answered, was Mrs. Chapone's, and 
Mrs. Chapone said she could not stay later than half- 
past seven. 

" Fie, fie ! " cried Mrs. Delany, smiling ; why 
Miss LaroUes would not for the world go before eight. 
However, the Duchess will be here by seven, I dare 
say, for she said nothing should detain her." 

IVIrs. Chapone then made me look at the paintings, 
which I greatly admired ; particularly a copy of Sac- 
qharissa, from Vandyke. There was also a portrait of 
Madame de Sevigné, which struck me very much; and, 
while I was noticing the gaiety of its countenance, 
Mrs. Delany, with an arch look, said, — 

" Yes, it is very enjouée^ as Captain Areshy would say." 

And afterwards of some other, but I have forgot 
what, she said, — 
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" I doû't koow how it is, Mrs. Cbapone, but I eaa 
never look at that picture withmit thinking of pcxMP 
BelfieU, You must forgive us, Miw Buniey ; it is not 
right to talk of thèse people ; but we don't kaow 
to speak at ail now withoat, they are so alway« in ouf 
minds!" 

Soon after we went to dinner, whtch was pkin, 
neet, well cooked, and elegaatly sery^. When it 
was over, I began to speak ; and now, my Chenngton 
auditore, look to yourselve» ! 

" Will you give me leave, ma'am, to ask if you re* 
member any body of the namo o£ Crisp ?" 

" Oisp ? " cried she, what î Mrs. Ann Crisp ? " 

" Yes, ma'am." 

"O surely! extrenuely well ! a (Aarmîng, an ex- 
cellent woman she was; we were very gocni frionds 
once; I risited her at Burford, and ber sister Mn. 
Gast." 

Then came my turn, and ï talked of the bro&er ; 
but I won't Write what I said. 

Mrs. Delany said she knew him but very little; 
and by no oicans so much as she should tave liked. 
I reminded her of a letter he wrote her from abroad, 
which she immediately recdiected ; and I told her 
that the accouot I had heard from him and from Mrs. 
Gftst, of her forain friendship for Mrs. Ann Crisp, 
had first gî^ren me a désire to be acquainted with hier. 

" i am sure, then," said she, *'I am rery mudi 
obliged to them both ; but how Mr. Crisp can «o loi^ 
baye remembered so insignificant a body I doci't 
know. I beg, howeyer, wfaen you write to him, you 
will giye my compliments and thanks to him, and 
^so to Mrs. Gast, for being so good as to think of 
me." 



Digitized by 



1783] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 253 



Mrs. Chàpone then asked me a bundrcd questions 
ftboot Mr. Crisp, and said,— 

" Pray is he a Doctor Lyster?" 

" I don't know Dr. Lyster, ma^am," cried I, very 
simply, for the book was so wholly out of my head at 
ibe time^ that I really thought ske meant some living 
ebaraeter. They both langbed vèry mocby and aa- 
(Bured me they sbould soon teach me to remember 
names better, if I liyed whb tbem. 

This Chesingtonian talk lasted till we went up* 
stairs, and then sbe sbewed me tbe new art wbich she 
bas invented. It is staining paper of ail possible 
colonrs^ and then cutting it ont, so finely and deli- 
eateiy, that wben it is pasted on paper or Tellum^ it 
bas ail the appearanee of being pencilled» except that, 
by being raised, it bas still a richer and more natural 
look. The effeet is exti'emely beautiful. Sbe ^n- 
vented it at seventy-five ! She told me sbe did four 
flowers tbe first year; sisteen tbe second; and tbe 
tbird, 160; and after that many more. They are ail 
from nature, and consist of the most ourious flowers» 
plants, and weeds, that are to be found. Sbe bas been 
supplied with patterns from ail the great gardons, and 
ail the great florists in the kingdom. Her plan was to 
finish 1000 ; but, alas ! her eyes now fail ber, tbough 
she bas only twenty undone of her task. 

She bas marked the places wbence they ail came, on 
the back, and where she did them, and the year ; and 
ahe bas put her cypher, M.D., at the corner of each, in 
différent coloured letters for every différent year — sucb 
as red, blue, green, &c. 

" But," said she, " the last year, as I found my eyes 
grew very dim, and threatened to fail before my work 
was completed, I put my initiais in white, for I seemed 
to myself already working in my winding sheet." 



Digitized by 



264 



DIARY AND LETTERS [PaRT VI. 



I could almost bave cried at the mingled résigna- 
tion and spirit with which she made tbis melancbo^ 
8peecb« 

Mrs. Chapone asked ber whetber any cold had lately 
attacked ber eyes ? 

" No," said she, smiling, " ûotbing but my reigning 
malady, old âge ! Tis, bowever, wbat we ail wish to 
obtain ; and, indeed, a very comfortable state I baye 
found it. I bave a little nièce coming to me eoon, 
wbo will see for me. 

Ât about seven o'clock, tbe Ducbess Dowagér of 
Portland came. She is not near so old as Mrs. De- 
lany, nor, to me, is ber &ce by any means so pleasing ; 
but yet tbere is sweetness, and dignity, and intelligence 
in it. Mrs. Delany received ber with tbe same re- 
spectfnl ceremony as if it was ber first visit, though 
ebç regularly goes to ber every evening. But wbat 
she at first took as an honour and condescension, she 
bas so much of true bumUity of mind, tbat no use can 
make ber see in any other ligbt. She immediately 
presented me to ber. Her Grâce courtesied and smiled 
with tbe most flattering air of pleasure, and said she 
was particularly happy in meeting with me. 

We then took our places, and Mrs. Delany said, — 

" Miss Burney, ma'am, is acquainted with Mr. Crîsp, • 
wbom your Grâce knew so well ; and she tells me be 
and bis sister bave been so good as to remember me, 
and to mention me to her." 

Tbe Ducbess instantly asked me a thousand ques- 
tions about bim; — wbere be lived, how he had bis 
healtb, and whetber bis fonduess for the polite arts 
still continued. She said be was one of the most in- 
genious and agreeable men she had ever known, and 
regretted bis having sequestered himself so much from 
the Society of his former friends. 
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This conversation lasted a long while, for it \vas one 
upon which I could myself be voluble. I spared not 
foT boasting of my dear daddy's kindness to me ; and 
you can hardly imagine tbe pleasure, ease, and happi- 
liess it was to me, to talk of hîm to so élégant a judge, 
who so well knew I said notbing that was not true. 
She told me, also, the story of the poor Birmingham 
boy, and of the sketches which Mr. Crisp, she said, 
had been so good as to give her. 

In the course of this conversation I found her very 
charming, high-bred, courteous, sensible, and spirited; 
not merely free from pride, bat free from affability — its 
most mortifying deputy. 

After this she asked me if I had seen Mrs. Siddons, 
and what I thought of her. I answered that I admired 
h^r very much. 

If Miss Burney approves her," said the Duchess, 
* V no approbation, I am sure, can do her so much 
crédit; for no one can so perfectly judge of characters 
or of human nature." 

" Ah, ma'am," cried Mrs, Delany, archly, *^ and 
does your Grâce remember protesting you would never 
read ^Cecilia?' " 

•*Yes," said she, laughing; "I declared that five 
volumes could never be attacked ; but since I began I 
have read it three times." 

" O terrible !" cried I, "to make them out fifteen !" 

" The reason," continued she, " I held out so long 
against reading them, was remembering the cry there 
was in favour of *Clarissa' and 'Sir Charles G randison,' 
when they came out; and those I never could read. 
I was teased into trying both of them ; ■ but I was dis- 
gusted with their tediousness, and could not read 
eleven letters, with ail .the effort I could make : so 
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much about my sisters and my brothers/ and ail my 
nncles and my aunts ! " 

" But if your Grâce had gone on with ' Clarissa/ " 
s&id Mrs. Chapone, tbe latter part must certainly 
baye affected you, and charmed yon." 

O, I hate any thing so dismal ! Erery body tfaat 
did read it had melancholy faces for a week. * Ce- 
eilia' is as pathetic as I can bear, and more somé* 
times ; yet, in the midst of the sorrow^ there is a spirit 
in the writing, a fire in the whole composition, that 
keep off that heavy dépression given by Richardscm. 
Cry, to be sure, we did. O Mrs. Delany, shall you 
ever forget how we cried ? But then we had so much 
laughter to make us amends, we were never lefl; to 
sink under*our concern." 

I am really ashamed to write on. 

" For my part," said Mrs. Chapone, when I first 
read it, I did not cry at ail; I was in an agitation 
that half killed me, that shook ail my nerres, aûd 
made me unable to sleep at nights, from the suspense 
I was in ; but I could not cry, for excess of eager- 
ness. 

" I only wjsh," said the Duchess, " Miss Bumey 
could bave been in some corner, amusing herself with 
listening to us, when Lord Weymouth, and the Bkhop 
of Exeter, and Mr. Lightfoot^ and Mrs« Delany, and 1, 
were ail discussing the point of the name. So earnest 
we were, she must bave been diverted with us. No- 
thing, the nearest our own hearts and interests, could 
have been debated more warmly. The Bilhop was 
qnite as eager as any of us; but what cooled us a 
little, at last,- was Mr. Lightfoot's thinking we were 
seriously going to quarrel ; and while Mrs. Delany and 
I were disputing about Mrs. Delvile, he very gravely 
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said, Wby^ ladies, this is only a matter of imagina- 
tion ; it is not a fact : don't be so earnest." 

" Ah, nya'am," said Mrs. Delany, " how liard your 
Crrace was tipon Mrs. Delvile : so élégant, so sensible,. 
80 judicious, so eharmiog a woman." 

" O, I hate her," cried the Duchess, " resisting that 
i^weet Cecilîa ; coaxing her, too, ail the time, with such 
hypocritical flattery." 

I shall never forget," said Mrs. Delany, your 
Grace's earnestness when we came to that part where 
Mrs. Delvile bursts a blood-vessel. Down dropped the 
book, and just with the same energy as if your Grâce 
had heard some real and important news, you called 
ont, * l'm glad of ît with ail my heart !' " 

" What disputes, too,'* said Mrs. Chapone, " there 
are about Briggs. I was in a room some time ago 
whcre somebody said there could be no such cha- 
racter; and a poor little mean city man, who was 
there, started np and said, ^ But there is though, for 
Fseonemyself!*" 

"The Harrels!— O, then the Harrels!" cried Mrs.. 
Delany. 

" If you speak of the Harrels, and of the morality of 
the book," eried the Duchess, with a solemn sort of 
Yoice, " we shall, indeed, never give Miss Bumey her. 
due : so striking, so pure, so genuine, so instructive." 

" Yes," cried Mrs. Chapone, " let us complain how 
we will of the torture she bas given our nerves, we 
inust ail join in saying she bas bettered us by every 
line." 

" No book," said Mrs. Delany, " ever was so useful 
as this, because none other that is so good was ever so 
much read." 

I think I need now write no more. I could, indeed, 

VOL. II, s 
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hear no more : for this last so serious praise, from cha- 
racters so respectable, so moral, and so aged, quite 
i^ected me; and though I had wished a tbousand 
times during the discourse to run out of the room, 
wben tbey gave me finally this solemn sanction to tbe 
meaning and intention of my writing, I found it not 
without difficulty tbat I could keep the tears out of 
my eyes ; and wben I told what had passed to our 
^weet father, bis quite ran over. 

Of ail the scènes of this sort in which I bave been 
engaged, this bas been the least painM to me, from 
my bigh respect for tbe personages, from their own 
élégance, in looking only at one another while they 
talked, and from baving no witnesses to either watch 
pae or to be wearied tbemselves : yet I still say only 
least painful; for pleasant nothing can make a con- 
versation entirely addressed to one who bas no means 
in the world of taking any share in it. 

This meeting had so long been in agitation, and so 
much desired by myself, tbat I bave not spared for 
being circumstantial. 

The Dnchess had tbe good sensé and judgment to 
feel she had drawn up her panegjrric to a climax, imd 
therefore hère she stopped ; so, however, did not we, 
for our coacti was ready. 



* # * * # 
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Thursday, Feb. 23d. — How sorry I have been, my 
sweetest Susy, not to have had a moment for writing 
tilltoday. 

In our journey to town I was not very gay ; though 
I had turned from my beet loved Susy without one 
chaste embrace to keep myself hardy. But the minute 
I bad got into the coach, I felt provoked that I had 
done it, and I wished I had bid ail things défiance for 
the pleasure which I had denied myself. 

Mr. Cambridge talked a great deal, and as well^ 
and with as much spirit, as any man eould wbo had so 
much toil upon bis hands. Miss Cambridge, indeed, 
talked also ; but I found it out of my power to support 
my own part with any chance of dividing the labour. 

He began talking of Dr. Johnson, and asking after 
his présent health. 

" He is very much recovered," I answered, " and 
out of town, at Mr. Langton's. And there I hope he 
will entertain him with enough of Greek." 

" Yes," said Mr. Cambridge, " and make his son 
repeat the Hebrew alphabet to him." 

" He means," said I, " to go, when he retums, to 
Mr. Bowles, in Wiltshire. I told him I had heard 
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tbat Mr. Bowles was veiy mtieh delighted with the 
expectation of seeing him^ and he answered tne, — 
He is âo delighted, that it is shockiDg! — ^it is reâllj 
shocking to see bow bigh are bis expectations." I 
asked bim wby ; and he said, — " Wby, if any man is 
exp6cted to take a leap of twenty yards, and doêa 
actually take one of ten, every body will be disap* 
pointed, tboa^ ten yards may be more than any 
other man ever leaped ! 

« « # « « 

LonDOir, April 2d. — I have mu<th, very mneh to 
write to you alréady, my sweet Susy, though we parted 
so lately; but nothing that i am more interested in 
than in what I vr^nt to hear of my beloved daddy. 
Yott will tndulge me, I am sure, and tberefore i will 
résume my journal, — in which there is a gap tbat will 
make my accounts^ for some time at least, fuUy inteU 
ligible only to yourself ; but when and what you read 
to your coterie you must stop and explicate as well as 
yott can. If I belp to furnish you with matter of con- 
versation, my little obscurities will be as useful and 
amusing as my copiousness. Tell them so. 

The next day Mr. Cambridge and bis son called. 
After some gênerai conversation, Mr. C. said,— 

" 1 am perféctly satisfied with the reason you gave 
me that night at Mrs. Tbrale s for Albany's rising 
madness. I have been reading that part ail over 
again, and I ând nothing can bé better done. I like 
it more and more* But t was startled at the charaeter 
at first ; bat George bas got an account of exactly siich 
a man. George shall tell it you.'* 

" The man," said Mr. G. C, " is an old half-pay 
officer. His name, I think^ is I>e la Port ; he almost 
lives in St. James's Park, where he wanders up and 
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down, looking about him for any objects be thinks in 
distress. He then gives them ail the money be can 
spare, and be begs for tbem of bis friends. He onee 
borrowed a sum of money of Mr. L. from wbom 
I bad tbis account ; and, some time after, be paid biut . 
balf, and said, ' I retum you ail I spent upon myself, — 
tbe rest you will be paid in anotber place!' He com- 
poses prayers for poor and sick people; be wears a 
very sbabby coat, tbat he may spend no more upon > 
bimself tban is absolutely necessary ; and, in bis bene- 
Yolence and singularity, tbere is an undoubted mixture 
of insanity. Mrs. L., wben sbe talked of bim to 
me, said, ' tbe resemblance to tbe cbaracter of Albany 
was so very strong, tbat sbe tbougbt it must certaioly 
be meant for bim/ and desired me to ask Miss Bumey 
if sbe did not. know him, I ventured, bowever, to 
immediately answer, I was sure sbe did not, merely 
from tbat circumstance^ as I was certain sbe would not 
bave put bim in ber book if sbe bad known bim." 

" I am very mucb obliged to you," cried I, " for 
giving ber tbat answer." 

Mr. Cambridge continued : — 
Tbat wbicb makes the wonderful merit of your 
book — if you '11 excuse my just mentioning it — ^is tbat 
you see witb such exact discrimination ail classes of 
cbaracters, and let the individuals pass unnoticed." 

Some time after we talked about Dr. Johnson, for 
Mr. G. C. is one of bis warmest admirers. He bas 
requested me to get bim a list of bis miscelfatneoas 
Works, as he wîshes to coUect them : and I bave pro- 
mised I will as soon as I bave a fair opportunity. 

" Tbough, indeed," I added, *' it will be very diffi- 
cult, as I dare say he hardly knows bimself what he 
bas written; for he bas made numerous préfaces, dedi- 
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cations, odd chapters, and I know not what, for other 
anthors, that he bas never owned, and probably never 
will own. But I was sure, when I read it, that the 
préface to 'Baretti's Dialogues' was bis; and tbat I 
made bim confess." 

" ' Baretti*8 Dialogues ? —Wbat are tbey about ?" 

" Â tbimble, and a spoon, and a knife, and a fork ! 
Tbey are tbe most absurd, and y et tbe most laugbable 
things you ever saw. I would advise y ou to get tbem. 
Tbey were written for Miss Tbrale, and ail' tbe dia- 
logues are between ber and bim, except, now and tben, 
a sbovel and a poker, or a goose and a cbair, bappen to 
step in." 

We talked, Mr. Cambridge and I, next, upon tbe 
effect of manner, in a beginning acquaintance ; and 
wbat power some people bad, by tbat alone, of imme-» 
diate captivation. 

Wbat a charm/' crîed be, " is tbat in your sister, 
Mrs. Pbillips ! — wbat a peculiar felicity sbe bas in ber 
manner ! Sbe cannot even move — sbe cannot get up, 
nor sit down, but tbere is something in ber manner 
tbat is sure to give pleasure." 

At tbis I flew into a great passion ! > 

ÂPRiL 6th. — My dear Mrs. Tbrale spent ail tbe 
morning in my room witb me ; and Mr. Twining dined 
and stayed ail tbe day witb us. In tbe evening, you 
know, I bad an engagement. My fatber sent me first, 
as be determined to stay till tbe last moment witb Mr. 
Twining. 

Mr. and Mrs. Pepys received me Very civilly, and 
would bave carried me to a seat near tbe fire : but 
I was glad, as I always am wbere I go alone, to catch 
at the first cbair in my way, and take possession of it, 
merely to sink from notice. Tbey disputed the matter 
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with me some time^ but I fastened upon a chair, and 
they then gave it over. 

Not long after this, my dear Mrs. Thrale, with whom 
I had not had one word, said she must go to take leave 
of Mrs. Byron, and would then corne back, and carry 
me to Argyll Street, where I had promised to spend an 
heur or two, as it was her last evening, for early on 
M ouday morning she was to set ont for Bath. This 
circumstance gave a melancholy cast to the whole 
eveningy and nothing bat the recollection of how nar- 
rowly I had escaped losing her for a, longer time, and 
at a greater distance, could have made me bear it with 
sufHcient composure for observation. As it was, how- 
ever, I took it cheerfully enough, from the contrast of 
the greater eviL 

Mr. Pepys began an éloge of Mrs. Thrale ; but my 
heart was too full of more serious aflfection to give vent 
to ity just then, in praise : and soon after my fatber 
came. Mrs. Thrale still was the topic. And soon 
after that a note was brought me. It was from Mrs. 
Thrale, to beg I would join her at Mrs. Byron's, as ûi» 
-could not return to take a formai leave. Her note was 
a very affecting one. It was meant for the rest of the 
Company, as well as myself ; but I felt that either to 
read or bear it would overset me, and I had no indin* 
ation for a tragedy scène before witnessea. I therefore 
only begged my father's leave to go to her. 



Miss Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

April 12, 1783. 

My dearest — dearest daddy, 
I am more grieved at the long and most disap- 
pcÀBtii^ contmuation of your illness than I know how 
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to tell you ; and though my last account, I thank 
Heaven, is better, I find you still suffer so much, that 
Bfty eongratulations in my letter to Susan, upon what I 
thraght your recorery, must have appeared quite crazy, 
if you did not know me as well as you do, and were not 
sure what affliction the discovery of my mistake would 
bring to myself. 

I think I never yet so much wished to be at Ches- 
ington, as at thîs time, that I might see how you go 
on, and not be kept in such painful suspense from post 
ta post. 

Why did you tell me of the Delanys, Portlands, 
Cantbridges, ^c, as if any of them came into compé- 
tition with yourself ? When you are better, I shall 
send you a most fierce and sbarp remonstrance upon 
this subject. At présent I must be content with 
saying» I will undoubtedly accept your most kind in- 
yitation as soon as I possibly can. Meantime, if my 
letters will give you any amusement, I will write of- 
tener than ever, and supply you with ail the prog I get 
myself. 

Susan, who is my reader, must be your writer, and 
let me know if such tittle-tattle as I can eoUect serves 
to divert some of those many moments of languor and 
weaiiness that creep between pain and ease, and that 
call more for mental food than for bodily medicine. 
Your lore to your Fannikin, I well know, makes ail 
trash interesting to you that seems to concern her ; and 
I have no greater pleasure, when absent, than inletting 
yon and my dear Susan be acquainted with my 'pro- 
ceedings. I don't mean by this to exclude the rest of 
the dear Chesington set — fer from it — but a sister and 
a àaddy must come first. 

6od bless and restore you, my most dear daddy ! You 
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know not how kindly I take your thinkiog of me, and 
inquiring about me, in an illness that migbt so well 
make yoa forget us ail : but Susan assures me your 
beart is as afiectionate as ever to your ever and eyer 
fidtbfiil and loving cbild, 

F. B. 



Dr. Burney to Mr, Crisp, 

Saturday Night^ 12th April, 1783. 
(Written on the same sheet with the foregoing.) 
My dear friend, 

Tbough tbe incessant hurry I bave for some time 
been in bas exceeded tbat of former years, wbicb I 
tben thought impossible to be exceeded, yet I bave 
bardly ever had your sufferings and situation a mo- 
ment out of my mind ; and tbe fîrst question I bave 
constantly asked at my coming jaded bome of a nigbt, 
bas been, — " Wbat news from Cbesington?" I do 
bope most fervently tbat y ou will still weatber tbis ter- 
rible attack, and tbat in a very few montbs I sball see 
you alive and bappy in my favourite retreat, wbicb 
bas been always rendered so superior to ail otbers by 
your présence. 

Sttsy was desired to ask you if I bad any kind of 
book tbat was likely to afford you any amusement, and 
it is witb extrême pleasure tbat ber answer is in fikvoiir 
of " Mémoires de Pétrarque." I will not only send 
tbat witb tbe greatest pleasure, but a cart-load of tbe 
cboieest and best books in my collection, if you will but 
furnisb a list. 

Adieu my ever dear and bonoured friend ! may your 
recovery be not only sure, but speedy ! is tbe most 
bearty wisb of bim to whom your loss would be tbe 
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most painfui and severe amputation which misfortune 



My wife, as well as ail around me, have been greatly 
alarmed for you, and entreat me to send their warmest 
and most affeetîonate wishes for your speedy recovery. 



[The illness of Mr. Crisp now became so alarming 
that Miss Burney hastened to Chesington, where she 
had been only a few days when lier valued friend 
breathed his last. The annexed letter from Dr. Bumey 
was in answer to her account of Mr. Crisp's inereasing 
sufferings ; that which follows it was intended to con- 
dole with her on his death, and at the same time to 
rouse her fortitude to bear the affliction with which 
she was overwhelmed.] 



From Dr. Burney to Miss F. Bumey. 

Ah ! my dear Fanny, your last letter has broke ail 
our hearts! your former accounts kept oflF despair ; but 
this brings it back in ail its horrors. I wish, if it were- 
possible^ that you would let him know how much I 
loved him^ and how heavily I shall feel his loss when 
ail this hurry subsides, and lets me have time to brood 
over my sorrows. I have always thought that, in many 
partîculars, his equal was not to be found. His wit, 
leaming, taste, pénétration, and, when well, his con- 
viviality, pleasantry, and kindness of heart to me and 
mine, will ever be thought of with the most profound 
and desponding regret. 

I know not what to say that will not add to your 
own affliction and ail around you. What in the way 
of comfort can be said at présent ? or at least be be- 



could perform upon my affections. 



C. B. 
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lieved aad received? I can only wi&b you ail possessed 
of fortitude sufficient to bear what now appears ine?it- 
aWe, and almost immédiate. Tis terrible, wben no 
good eao be doue, to be in the way of such scènes, and 
yet we console ourselves with the belief of its being 



From Dr. Bwmey to Misa F. Bturney. 

I am much more afflicted than surprised at the vio- 
lence and duration of your sorrow for the tenrîbie 
«cènes and events at Chesington, and not only pîty 
you, but participate in ail yotrr feelings. Not an honr 
in the day has passed, as you will some time or other 
find, since the fatal catastrophe, in which I hare not 
felt a pang for the irréparable loss I have sustained. 
However, as something is due to the living, there is, per- 
haps, aboundary at which it is right to endeavour to stop 
in lamenting the dead. It is rery hard, as I have found 
it ail œy life, to exceed thèse bounds in our duty or 
attention, without its being at the expense of others« I 
have lost in my time persons so dear to me, as to throw 
me into the utmost affliction and despondency whieh 
caa be suffered without insanity ; but I had claim» on 
my life, my reason, and actirity, which drew me from 
the pit of despair, and forced me, though with great 
difficulty, to Fouse aad exert every nerve and faculty in 
ai^wering them. It has been rery well said of mental 
wownds, that they mu»t digest, like those of the body, 
before they can be healed. Neeessity ean alone, per- 
haps, in some cases, bring on tbis digestion ; but we 
should not prevent it by caustics or corrosion ; let the 
wound be open a due time, but not treated with vio- 
lence. To quit ail metapbor» we must, alas! try 



right. 



C. B. 
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diminish our sorrow for our calamity, to enable us to 
support another; as a national peace is but time to 
refit, a mental is no more. So far, however, am I 
from blaming your indulgence of sorrow on tke preseat 
occasion, that I both love and honour you for it ; and 
tberefbre shall add no more on that melancholy sulgect. 
# . # * # # ' 

C. B. 



[When the last mournful duties had been per- 
formed at Chesington, Miss Bumey returned to bev 
fiither's house in St. Martin's Street; but somé time 
elapsed ère she recovered composure suiBcient to 
résume her journal. 

The next entry relates to an alarming paralytic 
seizure of Dr. Johnson.] 



Journal resumed. 

Thursday, June 19th. — We heard to-day that Dr. 
Johnson had been taken ill, in a way that gave a dread- 
fui shock to himself, and a most anxious alarm to his 
friends. Mr. Seward brought the news here, and my 
father and I instantly went to his house. He had 
eamestly desired me^ when we lived so much together 
at Streatham, to see him frequently if he should be ill. 
He saw my father^ but he had médical people with. - 
him^ and could not admit me up stairs, but he sent me 
down a most kind message, that he thanked me for 
calling, and when he was better should hope to see me 
often. I had the satisfaction to bear from Mrs. Wil- 
liams that the physicians had pronounced him to be in 
no danger, and expected a speedy recovery. 
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The stroke was confined to his longue. Mrs. Wil- 
liams told me a most striking and touching circiim- 
stance that attended the attack. It was at about fonr 
o'clock in the morning: he found himself with a 
paralytic affection ; he rose, and composed in his own 
mind a Latin prayer to the Almighty, that whatever 
were the sufferings for which he must prépare himself, 
it would please Him, through the grâce and médiation 
of our blessed Saviour, to spare his intellects, and let 
them ail fall upon his body." When he had composed 
this, internally, he endeavoured to speak it aloud, but 
found his voice was gone. 

I went to Mrs. Vesey's in the evening, for I had 
promised to meet at her house Mrs. Garrick, who * 
came to town that day from Hampton. I found her 
and Miss More, and Lady Claremont, and Horace 
Walpole, Mr. Pepys, Miss Hamilton, and Miss 
no one else. 

Mrs. Garrick was very kind to me, and invited me 
much to Hampton. Mrs. Vesey would make me sit 
by Horace Walpole; he was very entertaining. I 
never heard him talk much before; but I was seized 
with a panic upon finding he had an inclination to talk 
with me, and as soon as I could I changed my place. 
He was too well-bred to force himself upon me, and 
finding I shied, he left me alone. I was very sociable, 
however, wûth Mrs. Garrick. 

Lady Claremont, Mr. Pepys, and I, outstayed the 
rest near an hour. Mrs. Vesey would not permit me 
to go ; but when the others were gone she exclaimed, — 

" Mr. Walpole is sadly vexed that Miss Bumey 
won*t talk with him!" 

" If she had any thing to say," cried I, " she would 
be very proud that lie would give her hearing." 
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" Why, dear ma'am/' said Mr.Pepy8,good-naturedly, 

who can talk, so called upon ? ï, who am one of the 
greatest chatterers in the world, if set apon in tbat 
manner, why, I could not say a word." 

"What, then," cried she, alarmed, "is it, do you 
think, my fauit that Miss Burney does not talk?'* 

Fribay, June 20th. — I went in the morningto Dr. 
Johnson, and heard a good account of him. Dr. Rose, 
Dr. Dunbar, and Sam Rose, the Doctor s son, dined 
with ns. We expected the rest of our party early ; 
though the absence of Dr. Johnson, whom they were 
ail invited to meet, took off the spirit of the evening. 

Weonesday, July IsT. — I was i^ain at Mrs. Ve- 
sey s, where again I met Mr. Walpole, Mr. Pepys, 
Miss EUiott, Mr. Burke, hîs wife and son. Sir Joshna 
Reynolds, and some others. 

Mr. Burke was extremely kind to me, but not at ail 
in spirits. He is tormented by the political state of 
affairs ; and loses, I really believe, ail the comfort of his 
life, at the very time he is risen to the station his am- 
bition bas long pointed ont to him. 

I had the satisfaction to hear from Sir Joshua that 
Dr. Johnson had dined with him at the Club. I look 
npon him, therefore, now, as quite recovered. I called 
the next morning to congratulate him, and found him 
yery gay and yery good-hnmoured. 

Saturday, July 5th. — My father and I went to 
dinner at Winchester House, Chelsea. Mrs. North 
was rather cold at first, and reproached me with my 
long absence, but soon made up, and almost forced 
from me a promise to go to Famham, as the only 
condition of her forgiveness. She is clever, bright, 
pleasing, eccentric, and amusingly whimsical ; and she 
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is also beautiful : but her maaner has sometlÛDg in it 
alarmingy that seems always upon tbe qui vive. 

SuNDAY, JuLY 6th. — ^We have now a new man who 
is always at our house, M. Berquin, a French audior, 
who came here a week or two since to présent to Mlle. 
Berni," his work, which is called L'Ami des En&ns. 
We had a droU interview enough, but I cannot give 
the time for writing it : but he desired my mother ta 
deliver me the books, with a thousand fine speeches, 
and never once suspected / was the Mlle., thougb I 
was ia the room ail the time. I have since made some 
acquaintance with him ; but his rapture when I talk to 
him is too great to be excited often, therefbre I am 
chary of my words. O you would laugh to see how 
enchanté he thinks fit to appear. His book, howerer^ 
is extremely pretty, and admirably adapted to its pwx 
pose» — that of instructing not only in French, and in 
reading, — but in morals, ail the children who meet 
this their true cmi. 

JuLY 7th. — I spent the whole day with sweet Mrs. 
Delany, whom I love most tenderly. I always long 
to ask for her blessing. We had no Company bat Mrs. 
Sandford, an old lady who was formerly her élève, 
and who seems well worthy that honour. In the 
evening^ indeed, came in Mr. Walpole^ gay, though 
caustic; polite, though sneering; and» entertainin^y 
epigrammatical. I like and admire, but I could not 
love, nor trust him. 

I have always forgot to mention to you a Poem, by 
young Hoole, called " Aurélia, or the Contest." He sent 
it me, and I soon found the reason. His " AureHa*' 
runs through the hackneyed round of foUy and dissipa* 
tion, and then appears suddenly to her, in a vision, 
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" The guardian power, whose secret sway 
The wîser females of the world obey." 

This gaardian power tells her what he bas done for 
his favouritesy — that he gave to Dudley's wife 

" A nobler fortitude than heroes reach, 
And virtue greater than the sages teach." 

Then, skipping suddenly to modem times^ that he 
instructed 

" Streatfieldy the leam'd^ the gay, in blooming years/' 

to assist the poor, to attend the sick, and watch over 
her dying old tutor, Dr. Collier. Then, that he di- 
reeted 

" Carter's piercing eyes 
To roU inquisitive fhrough starry skies/' 

Jhathe 

To Chapone th' important task assigned 

To smooth the temper and improve the mind." 

That he told More 

" To guide unthinking youth/' &c. 

And then he says, — 

*^ I stood, a favouring muse, at Bumey's sîde, 
To lash unfeeling Wealth and stubbom Pride, 
Soft Affectation, inaolently vain, 
And wild Extravagance, with ail her sweeping train ; 
Led her that modem Hydra to engage, 
And paint a Harrel to a mad^ning âge ; 
Then bade the moralist, admired and praised, 
Fly from the.loud applause her talent raised." 

And then the coterie «concludes with Mrs. Montagu. 
What think you of this our guardian genius? 

Saturday, JuLY 12th. — My father and Charlotte 
and I went again to spend the day at Winchester 

VCL. II. T 
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House. We met Dr. and Mrs. Warren, and two of 
their sons, and Mr. Sayre, an agreeable young man. 

In tbe erening my father, Hetty, 'Charlotte, and I, 
went to Le Tessier's. To-night he dianned me more 
than ever by Le fixû à la Qiaaae." His talents are 
truly wonderful, and I bave aérer, hnt irom Garrick 
and Pacchierotti^ received equal pleasure in public. 

JuLY 16th. — To-day my father, my mother, and 
went by appointment to dine and spend tbe day at 
Twickenbam with tbe Cambrîdges. Soon after our 
arrivai Mr. C. asked if we should lîfce to waîk, to 
whicb we most readily agreed, 

We bad not strolled far before we were followed by 
Mr. George. No sooner did his &tber pereeive bim, 
tban, hastily coming up to my side, be b^an a sepa- 
rate conversation witb me ; and leaving bis son tbe 
cbarge of ail iJie rest, be made me waik off with bim 
irom them all. It was really a droll manœuvre, but 
he seemed to enjoy it higbly^ and thou^ he eaid not 
a Word of bis design, I am sure it reminded me of his 
own old trick to bis son, when listening to a dull 
story, in saying to tbe relator, — "Tell fhe rest of l3iat 
to George." And if George was in as good-humour 
witb bis party as his &tber was wifli his tête-à-tête, 
why, all were well pleased. As soon as we bad fairly 
got away from them, Mr. Cambridge, witb tbe kindest 
smiles of satisfaction, said, — I give you my word 
I never was more pleased at any tbing in my Iffe tban 
I am now at baving you here to-day.'^ 

I told bim tbat I bad felt so glad at seeing him 
again, after so long an absence, tbat I bad really half 
a mind to bave made up to bim myself, and shook 
hands. 

" You cannot imagine,*' said be, " how you flatter 



Digitized by 



1783] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELÏNA.l 275 

a»e! — and tiiere is nothing, I do assure you^ of whiek 
I am proudar, dian seeîi^ you baY« got tlie better of 
jour fear of me, aad feetîng that I am not afraîd of 
jou. 

" Of me, sir? — but how «bould you be?" 

" Nay, I give you my word, if I was not consciouft 
of the grealest p«rîty of tnînd, I sbould more fear yoa 
than any body in the world." 

Wbidi had tbe greatest eomplknent, Susy — he or 
me? 

*^ You know every tbing, erery body," be continued, 
so wonderfully wcll!" 

Âfterward«, wben we were speaking of illness and 
4>f dying, he aseured me that, bowever pleasant bis life 
ws juit now, he ihould feel nofbing in giving it up ; 
for he could not tell wbat mîsery he might be saved by 
death, nor wbat sm. And when tbis led me on to say 
I had nerer an illness in my life, witbout tbinking» 

probd)ly I had bettei' die now," be joîned in it with 
aucb Qiristian reasoning as almoat surprised as mucb 
as it edified me. 

We tben, I know not how, fdl into diseussing the 
dutraeters of forward and flippant women ; and I iold 
him it was mj fortune to be, in gênerai, a very great 
&TOurite wiA them, thougb I felt so little gratitude 
for that hofiiour, that the smaHest discemment would 
•bew them it was ail thrown away. 

" Why, it is very difficuk," said he, **for a woman 
to get rid of those forward characters witbout making 
them ber ^lemies. But with a man it is différent. 
Now I bave a very peculiar bappiness, wbich I wiH 
4ell you. I never took very mucb to a very amiable 
woman but I found she took also to me, and I bave 
the good fortune to be in the perfect confidence of 
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some of the first women in this kingdom ; but thed 
there are a great many woinea that I dislike, and thinl: 
very impertinent and foolish, and, do you know, they 
ail dislike me too! — they absolutely eannot bear me! 
Now, I don't know, of those two things, whicli is the 
greatest happiness." 

How characteristic this ! — do you not hear him say- 
ing it? 

We now renewed oùr conyersation upon various of 
our acquaintances, particularly Mr. Pepys, Mr. Lang- 
ton, and Mrs, Montagn. We stayed in this field, 
sitting and sauntering, near an hour. We then wenft 
to a stile, just by the river sîde, where the prospect is 
very beautiful, and there we again seated ourselvesv 
Nothing could be more pleasant, though the wind was 
so high I was almost blown into the water. 

He now traced to me great part of his life and con^ 
duct in former times, and told me a diousand ezceUent 
anecdotes of himself and his associâtes. He summed 
them ail up in a way that gaye me equal esteem and 
regard for him, in saying he fpnnd society the only 
thing for lasting happiness ; that, if he had not met a 
woman he could permanently love, he must, with every 
other advantage, bave been misérable; but that such 
.was his good fortune, that " to and at this moment/* 
he said, there is no sight so pleasing to me as seeing 
Mrs. Cambridge enter a room ; and that after having 
been married to her for forty years. And the nett 
most pleasing sight to me is an amiable woman." 

He then assured me that almost ail the fehcity of his 
life both had consisted, and did still consist, in female 
Society. It was, indeed, he said, very rare, but there 
was nothing like it. 

"And if agreeable women," cried I, "are rarej 
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much more so, I think, are agreeable men; at least, 
amoDg my acquaintance they are very few, indeed, 
that are higbly agreeable." 

" Yes, and when they are so," said he, "it is diflGl- 
cult for you to bave their society with any intimacy or 
comfort ; tbere are always so many reasons why you 
cannot know tbem." 

He very kindly regretted seeing so little of me, and 
said, — 

This is notbing — such a visit as tbis. If you coald 
come noW; and spend a month witb us, tbat is what I 
want. If you could but corne for a month." 

We continued chatting tiil we came to the end of 
tbe meadow, and tbere we stopped^ and again were 
joijied by tbe company. 

Mr. Cambridge now proposed the water, to which I 
eagerly agreed. 

We bad an exceeding pleasant excursion. We went 
^p.tbe river beyond tbe Duke of Montagu's, and tbe 
water was smootb and delightful. Methinks I sbould 
like much to sail firom the very source to tbe mouth of 
tbe Thames. 

# * * * * 

Mr. Cambridge told an absurd story of Dr. Monso, 
a strange, gross man, wbo, at Mr. Garrick's table, 
jcalled ont to a very timid young woman to help him 
tto some greens. Sbe did her office slow and awk- 
wardly, and he called out again, in a loud voice, You 
Trollop, some greens, I say The man, it seems, was 
a bumorist. Oh^ from such humorists Heaven shield 

! I would rather live with tbe duUest of the dulL 
. After dinner we again repaired to the lawn, in a 
gênerai body ; but we bad scarce moved ten paces, 
before Mr. Cambridge again walked off with me, to a 
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seat diat bad a very fioe view of Petensham wood, and 
l^ere we reAewed our coii&bu}atk>n. 

He now shewed me a note from Mr. Gibbon; sent to 
ettfpige himself to Twickenham on tbe nnfortnnate day 
he got bis ducking. It is tbe moet affected little pièce 
of writing I ever saw. He sball attend bim, he êuy», 
at Twickenham, and upon tbe water, as soon as tbe 
weatber 19 propitioua, aad tbe Thames, that aniaMé 
créature, is ready to receîve biœ. 

Nothing, to be snre, eoald be so apt as suefa a re- 
depttofl as that amiaUe créature" bappened to give 
him ! Mr. Cambridge said it was God's revei^e 
against conceit." 

Thttrsday, July 17th.^ — I weot with my dôa» fatther 
t'o-day to dine and spend the eyening at Lady Mnrj 
iDmiean's. How yexatioos nevcr to bave made this 
visit till it was necessarily the last in wbieh I covàà 
see Pacdiierotâ there ! He was in good hnmottr, and 
more tolentble spirits than I bave lat^ seen him in.» 
Lady Sbanh, liiotber to Mrs. Loek, and MissShaiib,. 
imr sister, and Sir John Elliot^ made aU tbe dinner 
party. The two Miss BuUs came in the evenii^. 

Pacchierotti did not sing one song accompanied, but 
be sang areveral Httle airs aad ballads, Ëi^lisb, Scotch,^ 
Frencb, and Italian, most delicioosly. I had a very 
agreeaMe day, and I saw he was qnite delîgbted that 
I made oiie of tbe party, and that added to my de- 
Mght almost its sum totale tbough add is a little Irisb 
tbere« Ob how tbe Miss BuUs do idolise him ! They 
pTofess thinking him qoite angelic, and declared Aey 
should even look npon it as a &vonr to be beat bj 
him! I laughed violently at this extravagance, and 
vowéd I would tell him. They desired no better. We 
<*alled him to ns; but I was really asbamed myself 
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when I fbund tbey were not. He leaned down liis 
head very patiently for an explanation. 

" Do tell him ! " cried they^ both together. 

" What!" cried hej " what does the sweet Mia& 
Borney sayl" 

''Oh, okr cried onej— Oh dearl" cried the 
other ; " how he speaka to Miss Bumey 

" Misa Burney^" cried he, quite wanuly and un- 
dauntedly, " is a treasure!" 

" Ok dear ! — only hear him, Laiy Mary l" ex~ 
daimed Miss Catherine Bull ; '* he says Misa Bumey 
is a treasure ! " 

'' Well, and is it not true ?" said she, graciondy. 

" Oh,, yesl" anawered she, half laughing» yet in r 
repining voice ; " but I don't like to hear him say so." 

This was eur »>rt of chat almost ail tire eTcning,. 
with Tarions imitations, and light summer singing, from 
Pacchierotti. Miaa Bulls made me Baake laany pro- 
mises about oor future acquaintance, and Lady Mary 
yras all graciousoiess and intîmacy. 

FniDAY, JuLY 18th» — I ealled in the moming upon 
my dear Mrs. Delany, who receîved me with the 
utmost kindness, imd wbora I really love even more 
than I admire. I appointed to spend Tuesday with 
her. And so I would any other day she had natned, 
or even any week. It is sweet, it is consolatory to me 
to be hoBioared with so mueb of her ÊiTOuir as to see 
her always eager to fix a tkne for our next and next 
BM«ting. I fed no eares with her. I tbink myself 
with ^ true iwagie and repiresientative ôf my loved 
grandmother, and I seem as if I could neTer do wroog 
while I keep her in my mind, and as if to sufier it 
were immaterial, if only in worldly considérations. 

Thèse thoughts^ and this composure, alas! will not. 
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last long; bat it is pleasant to fed it evea if for a few 
hoars. I wish you knew her. I would not give up 
my knowledge of her for the univeree. Nothing has so 
truly calmed my mind since ils late many disturbances 
as her society : the religious tum which kindûess and 
-wisdom from old âge, give to ail commerce with it^ 
hrings us out of anxiety and misery a thousand times 
more successfully than gaiety or dissipation hare power 
to do. 

Saturday, July 19th. — This moming a letter was 
brought into my room, and the maid said it came from 
Mr. Cambridge, but that the messenger was gone. ^ I 
opened, and wiil copy it. The Unes were suggesled 
by my father's portrait in Barry's great painting. 

" When Chloe's picture was to Venus shewn, 
Surprised, the goddess took it for her own.** — Prior. 

" When Bumey*s picture was to Gibbon shewn^ 
The pleased historian took it for his own ; 
* For who, with shoulders dry, and powdered locks, 
E'er bathed, but I ?' he said, and rapp'd his box." 

.Barry replied, — 

" My lasting colours shew 
What gifts the painter's pencîl can bestow. 
With nymphs of Thames, those amiable créatures, 
I placed the charming minstrePs smiling features : 
And let not, then, his bonne fortune concem ye,' 
For there are nymphs enough for you and Bumey." 



Pacchierotti is gone ; and I most provokingly missed 
•seeing bim ât his leave-taking visit ; which bas yexed 
me exceedingly. 
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Miss Burney to Mrs, Phillips. 

October 3d, 1783. 

Ah, my Susy, how I miss you already ! — how I want 
you by my side ! I hâve been repeating, internally, ail 
- day long, thèse heartfelt Unes, — 

I prized ey'ry hour that passed by 
Beyond ail that had pleased me before. 
But now they are gone ! — and I sigh 
And I grieve that I prized them no more." 

For I seem dissatisfied with myself, and as if I had not 
made the most of.beingwith you. Yet I am sure I 
cannot tell how I could have made more. Were I but 
certain of meeting you again in any décent time — 
but I have a thousand fears that something will inter- 
fère and prevent that happiness ; and there is nothing 
like being with you, my Susy — to me, nothing in the 
world. 

That kind Kitty !— I found a basket filled with ail 
sort of good things from her. I believe she has deter- 
mined I never shall be ill again, or at least have no 
illness for which she has not prepared a remedy. 
Really, between her raedicines, and the dear Capitano's 
cosmetics, I shall expect to become stout and beautiful. 
I don't know which will happen iirst, and I am deter- 
mined not to ask which is most probable. 

My father and I began iirst upon Berquin, to drive 
yoQ ail a little out of our heads ; and then, when we 
were a little soothed by his feeling and élégant writing, 
we had recourse to Pasquin, to put us in better spirits. 
And so we laughed. But I must own I too firequently 
meet with disgust in ail Fielding's dramatic works, to 
laugh with a good heart even at his wit, excellent as it 
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is ; and I should never myself thiûk it worth wading^ 
through so much dirt to get at» Wkere any of bis beat 
strakes are picked out for me, or separately quoted> I 
am always highly pleased^ and can grin most cor* 
dially; but wbere I hear the bad wîth the good, it 
preponderates too heavily to suffer my mind to gire 
the good fair play. 

F. B. 

Jmtmal Resumed. 

Thursday, Oct. 29th. — ^This momîng, at break&st,. 
Mr. Hoole cmlled. I wmted to call upon Dr. Johnsoa,^ 
and it i» so disagreeable t» me to ^ to kim aloûe^ mm 
poor Mrs. Williams i» dead, m acecHimt the qnaatàty 
of men always visitîiig him, that I most gladlj ac- 
o^edy and almost asked, bis 'sqairedûp. 

We went together. The dear Doetor receiyed me 
witb ope& arms. 

Ah, dearest of ail dear ladies!" he cried, and mack 
me ait iu bis besiehair. 

He ka«k not break&ated. 
Do yeu forgire my eomsng so soea I" saîd I. 
. " I eannot fergive yonr not comiRg sooner/' ke 
aBswered. 

I asked if I sbould make bis breakfast» wbieh I bave 
not done since we left Streatbam; be readily eonsented. 

But, sir," qaotb I, " I am in the wroag cbair." 
For I was away from the table. 

^Mt is so ddfficttlt," sftid be, for any tbing to be 
wrong tbat belongs to you^ that it can Mily be I aœ in 
the wrong chair, to keep yoa from tbe rigbt one." 

And then we changed. 

You will see by tbis bow good were bis spirits and 
kis healtb. 
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I stayed with hhn two hours, and conld hardly get 
away ; he wanted me to dine with him, and said he 
wonld send home to excuse me ; bnt I cotilcl not pos- 
sibly do that. Yet I left him with real regret. 

Wbdkbsdat, Nov. 19th. — I receired a letter from 
Dr. Johnson, which I have not bjr me, bat will try to 
recollect. 

" To Miss Burney. 

^' Madam, — You bave now been at home this long 
time, and'yet I have neither seen nor heard from you. 
Haye we qtiarrelled ? 

*^ I have met with a volume af the ^ Philosophieal 
Transactions/ which I inutgine to belong to Dr.. Bur- 
ney. Miss Charlotte will please te examine. 

Pray send me a direction where Mrs*. Chapone 
lives ; and pray, some time, let me have the bonour of 
telling you how mudi I am, madam^ your most humble 
servant, Sam. Johnson. 

" Boit Comrt, Nov. lOtb^ 1788." 

Now if ever you read any thing more dry, tell me. 
I was shocked to see him undoubtedly angry, but took 
courage, and resolved to make a serious defence ; there- 
fore thus I answered, — 

To Dr Johnson, 

Dear Sir,— May I not say dear? for quarrelled I 
M sure we Imye noi. The bod weadi«r alone has kept 
me from waiting upon you ; but now you bate conde* 
sce»ded to giv« me a summom, &o lion shall stand in 
tfae way of my m^king yoar tea this aftemoo», unless 
I receive a prohibitioii jËroin yourself, and then I must 
fabmit ; for wbat, as you said of a certain great lady. 
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signifies the barking of a lap-dog, if once the lion puis 
ont his paw ? 

The book was very right. Mrs. Chapone lives at 
eithef No. 7 or 8 in Dean Street, Sofao. 

I beg you, sir, to forgive a delay for which I can 
only * tax the éléments with unkindness/ and to re- 
ceive, with your usual goodness and indulgence, your 
ever most obliged and most faithful humble servant, 

** F. BURNBY. 

" St. Martîn'8 Street, Nov. 19th, 1783.'' 

My dear father spared me the coach, and to Boit Court 
therefore I went, and with open arms was I received. 
Nobody was there but Charles and Mr. Sastres, and 
Dr. Johnson was, if possible, more instructive, enter- 
taining, good-humoured, and exquisitely fertile, thaa 
ever. He thanked me repeatedly for coming, and was 
80 kind I could hardly ever leave him. 

# # # # * 

In the evening I accompanied Mrs. Ord to Mrs. 
Pepys. There we met Dr. Pepys, and I-Ady Rothes, 
and Mr. Hawkins Brown, and had a very sociable 
evening. 

Mr. Pepys read to us Miss More's Bas Bleu" again. 
I longed to ask for a copy, but did not dare, to send to 
Twickenham. 

Dr. Pepys had a long private conférence with me 
'Concerning Mrs. Thrale, with whose real state of h^iJth 
he is better acquainted tban any body ; and sad, indeed, 
was ail tbat he said. 

There are soine new lines added to the Bas Bleu/' 
upon wit and attention ; and Mr. Pepys chose to insist 
upon it I had sat to Miss More for the portrait of 
Attention, which is. very admirably drawn ; but the 
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compliment is preposterous, because the description is 
the most flattering. 

Saturday, Nov. 22d, — I passed in nothing but^sor- 
row — exquisite sorrow, for my dear unhappy friend, 
ifho sent me one letter, that came early by the Bath 
Diligence, and another by the post. But of thèse things 
no more. 

I am sorry not to be more explicit, but I should not 
give you more pleasure if I were. I can only now tell 
y ou that I lore Mrs. Thrale with a never-to-cease 
affection, and pity her more than ever I pitied any 
human being; and, if I did not blâme her, I could, I 
should, I believe, almost die for her î 

I am extremely sorry, my déarest Susy, that in the 
late distress of my mind about poor Mrs. Thrale, I 
mentionéd any thing that bas so much interested you 
to kâow inore. It is too true that many know ail,— 
but none from me. * I am bound, and should be misér- 
able not to say, if called upon, and not to know, if not 
called upon, that no créature, not even you to whom I 
communicate every thing else, nor to the trusty Char- 
lotte with whom I live, and who sees my fréquent dis- 
tress upon the subject, has tempted me to an explana- 
tion, General rumour I bave no means to prevent 
spreading. 

# # # # # 

' I am still as much bent as ever to go to her, if I can 
obtain leave ; but I will mention no more of the matter, 
since the difficulties under which I labour not to offend 
or afilict that beloved friend, and yet to do nothing 
wrong, are by no means new, though of late they bave 
grown doubly painful. I will only say further, that 
though her failings are unaccoantable and most un- 
happy, her virtues and good qualifies, the generosity 
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and feeliag of her heart, iiie liberality and sweetnest 
her disposition, would counterbalance a thou«and mare* 
Thîs I say, le^t you fihould think soinetlikig worse 
tban the truth-^something stranger you ^aanot. I mi 
very sorry not to satifify you more; but wben ym 
weigh what I bave said, you wiU be sensible I bare 
reasons to préserve silence ; though to myself, beliere 
me, 'tis by &r most painfui, and bas long been most 
cruel. 

TuESDAY., Nov. 26th.— I went tbis moming to Lady 
Mary Duncan, whose visit my father grew angry tbat 
I dJd not reiuiTi. Sbe admitted me, and kept me fiiU 
two hours. She is really enterlainiog, yeiy entertauûng» 
tbougb not very respectably always^ as e^ery thiag ahe 
says bas some mixture of absurdity in the mannery 
even wben tbe idea is iaultiess. She mueh invited mt 
to fréquent ^isits, and was excessively civil <and coKrt- 
«ous. Oiir talk was ail of her late Sir William and 
Paccbierotti. She runs from one to the ottier witk a 
most ludicrous fitcility, as if well content tbey sboiild 
share her &vour^ ^divide her thougbtB, and hù&p ti^ 
use of her tongue wholly to themselves. 

TuESDAY^ Dec. s. — This evening I went to Mrs; 
Vesey's at last. I was obliged to go nlone, as mf 
father would not be earlier than nine o'clock ; an iMmr 
too fine-ladyish for me to cboose visiting at. But as I 
cannot bear enterii^g a room full of company ja2d, I 
went soon after seven. 

I found, as I wished, no créature but Mrs. Ves^ 
and Mrs. Hancock, who lives wîth her. I eoon made 
my peace, fox several delays and excuses I bave sent 
her, as she is excessively good-natured, and th&a 
had near an hour to ourselves. And tfaea, tbe ficst 
person who eame^Mwho do you think it was? — Mr» 
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Cambridge, 8en^ I leave you to guess whether or 
not I felt ^ad ; amd I leave you, also, to share in my 
surprise npon finding he was uniiivited and unex- 
pected; for Mrs. Vesey looked at him with open 
surprise. 

As soon as the salutations were over, Mrs. Vesêy, 
with her usual odd simplicity, asked him what had 
put him upon calling ? 

"The désire," cried he, *'to see you. But what! 
are there only you three? — nothing but women ?" 

" Some more are coming," answered she, " and 
some of your friends ; so you are in luck." 

*• They are men, I hope," cried he, laughing ; " for 
ï can't bear being with only women !" 

" Poor Mr. Cambridge," cried I, ^ what will become 
of htm? I know not, indeed, if the three women now 
présent overpower him." 

" To be sure they do," cried he, ** for I like nothing 
in the world but men ! So if you have not some men 
coming, I déclare off." 

Mrs. Vesey and Mrs. Hancock stared, and I laugfaed ; 
but neither of us could diseover what he was aiming 
at, Ihough he continued this raiilery some time, tiil he 
exclaimed, — 

" Well, I am sure of one friend, however, to stick 
by me, for one has promised me to corne." 

And who is that ? " said Mrs. Vesey, staring- 
more. 

** Why a Chrîstîan-maker!" 

" A Christian-makjer ! — who's that ? " 

" Why one who is gone to-night to make two 
Ohristians, and when they are made, will come to see 
if he can make any more here." 

"Whoisit?" 
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" My son." 

u o ! — well, I am always glad to see him." 

Mr. Cambridge then ran on with otherj such 
speeches ; but Mrs. Vesey sat gravely pondering, and 
then called out, — 

Pray how did your son know I should be at 
home?" 

'*Why he does not know it," answered Mr. C. ; 
" but he intends coming to try." 

She said no more, but I saw she looked extremely 
perplexed. 

Soon after Miss E entered. She is a sort .of yea 

and nay young gentlewoman, to me very wearisome. 
Mr. Cambridge, during the réception, came up to m^y 
and whispered with a laugh, — 

" I called upon your friend, Mrs. Ord, this inora- 
ing, and she told me you would be here to-n%ht." 

I laughed, too, but thanked him, and we were going 
on with our own chat when Mrs. Vesey, as if from a 
sudden thought, came up to us, and patting Mr. Cam- 
bridge on the arm, said, — « , 

I dare say ,yoa came to meet Miss Burney ? " 

*'Me? — no,*' cried he, " I came to meet Miss 

E and, immediately quitting me, he went to 

talk with her. 

This was rather a home stroke to be sure, yet I 
really believe accidentai. 

Soon after came Mrs. Walsingham, and insisted 
upon sitting next me, to whom she is most maryellous 
civil. 

Then came Mr. Vesey, with Ôir Joshua Reynolds 
and Mr. Richard Burke, from dinner. I was very 
glad to see Sir Joshua, who came up to shake handa 
with me ; while Mr. Richard Burke called out aloud 
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from the other end of the room^ in his Irish fitcetioasi 
way,— 

Oho ! I shall go round to speak with Miss 
Borney !" 

I so hâte thèse public addresses, that I received 
him with the most chilling gravity ; and, after he had 
leant over my chair a minute or two, with inquiriesr 
about my health and my father, he quietly went away^ 
and liked his réception too little to return. 

The next were Mrs. Burke and her son. I should 
hâve liked much to have sat by the former, wha 
spoke to me with the greatest politeness; but I waè 
heinmed in between Mrs. Walsingham and Mis9 ' 
E— . 

Lady Spencer brought with her a collection of silver 
ears, to serve instead of trumpets, to help deafnes».» 
They had belonged to the late Lord, and she pre-» 
sented them to Mrs. Vesey, who, with great ndivetéf 
began trying them on before us ail ; and a more 
ludicrous sight you cannot imagine. 

Sir William Hamilton foUowed ; and then a coterie ^ 
was formed at the other side the room» by ail the men 
but young Burke, who would not quit my elbow. 

Miss E . then came next to me again, and wor-« 

ried me with most uninteresting prosing, never al^ 
lowing me tb listen for two minutes foUowing to either 
Sir William Hamilton or my dear Mr. Cambridge^ 
thôugh they were both relating anecdotes the most 
entertaining. 

During this came Mr. George Cambridge. The 
sight of Mrs. Vesey, rising to receive him with one 
of her silver ears on, and the recollection of several 
accounts given me of her wearing them, made me 
unable to keep my countenance. 

VOL. II. c 



Digitized by 



29© 



DIARY AND LETTERS [Part VII. 



Mtb. Vesej ofiferiad liim « ^bair sext to Mios E ; 

but, while she was moving to make way for him, dmm 
dit^ped her ear. 

* # # # « 

Mt, -6« C. going to speak, wfaen Mrs. Vesey 
intexrc^ed hîm, by saying, Dkl you kiiow Mr. 
WaOaoe, Mr. Cambridge ? " 

" No, Wam," 
It's a very disagreeable thing, I dd&k/' said sbe, 

mkem one bas just made aoqnainta&ce wîftii «9y body, 
and itkes them, to baye tkem die." 

Tkis speech set me griimiag so irresîstiMy, ibat I 
was ioreed to hegia fiUipiiig off the cmmbs of tfae 
macaroon cake from my muff, for an excuse for look- 
ing.down* 

Jtist tfaen my &tber came in : and Aen Mr. G. C 
came, moà took the chair balf beside me. 

I tokl bim of som^e new members for Dr. Jobn» 
sosi's «lub. 

I tbink/* said he, it somads mope Mke «orne club 
tb«t one reads of in the * Spectator/ ^n like a real 
clnb în tàese times ; fer the ferfeks of a whole year wHl 
not amoant to Uiose of a single n^ht m 0ÙLet clubs. 
Does PqKrs beloagto it?'' 

Oh, no ! he is quite of «Boâ>^ puty ! He is head 
mm "On ôde of âte defenders «f Lord Lyttelton. 
Bsaidas, he bas had enough of Dr. Johnson ; for they 
had a grand battle upon tfae Lîfe^f Lyttelton, atStreat- 
ham." 

And had they really a serions quarrel ? I ne^r 
imagined it had amounted to that."- 

Oh, yes, serious enongh, I asswre you. I never 
saw Dr. Johmon realty in a passion but Uien : and 
dreadfiil, indeed, it was to see. i wis^d myself away 
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:a thmeand tinies. it was ft frightftd scène. He so red, 
poor Mr. P«pys so pale ! " 

But how did it begin ? What did be say ?" 

Oh, Dr. JohosoQ came to the point without much 
«eremony. He «alled oint aloud, before a larg^ corn- 
paay, at dkmer, ^ What haye you to say, sir, to nae or 
of me? Corne forth, manl I hear you object to my 
* Life of Lord Lyttelton.' What are your objections? 
If you haye any thing to say, let's hear it. Come forth, 
mas, when I cskl you!^' 

What a call, indeed ! Why thea he fairly bulUed 
him ioto a quarrel ! " 

" Yes. And I was the more son^, because Mr. 
Pepys bad begged of me, he&>r% they met, not to let 
Lord Lyttelton be mentioned. Now I Iiad no more 
power to prevent it than tliis macaroon cake in my 
hand." 

It was behaying ill to Mrs. Thrale, certainly, ta 
quarrel in her house." 

Yes ; but he never repeated it; though he wished 
of aU thiags to haye gome tbrough just such another 
«cme with Mrs. Montagu, aad to refrain was an act of 
heroic forbearance." 

" Why, I radier wonder he did not ; for sbe was the 
liead of the set of LjrtteUoniaas." 

" Oh, he kmom tbat; be calis Mr. Pepys only her 
prime minister." 

And what does he call her?" 

' Queen,' to be sure ! ^ Queen of the Blues ! ' She 
«ame to Streatbam one morniog, and I saw he was 
dying to attack her« But he had made a promise to 
Mrs. Thrale to haye no more quarrels in her house, 
and 80 he forced himself to IbÂear. ladeed he was 
yery much concemed, when it was x>yer, for what had 
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passed; and véry candid and generous in acknow- 
ledging it. He is too noble to adhère to wrong/* 

*' And how did Mrs. Montagu herself behave ? " 

** Very stately, indeed, at first. She turned from 
him very stiffly, and with a most distant air, and with- 
out even courteseying to him, and with a firm intention 
to keep to what she had publicly declared — that she 
woold never speak to him more ! However, he went 
up to her hiraself, longing to begin ! and very roughly 
said, — ' Well, madam, whafs become of your fine new 
house ? I hear no more of it / " 

" But how did she bear this ?" 

" Why she was obliged to answer him ; and she soon 
grew so frightened — as every body does — that she was 
as civil as ever." 

He laughed heartily at this aocount. But I told him 
Dr. Johnson was now much softened. He had ac- 
quainted me, wben I saw him last, that he had written 
to her upon the death of Mrs. Williams, because she 
had allowed her something yearly, which now ceased. 

" And I had a very kind answer from her,'* said he. 

" Well then, sir," cried 1, " I hope peace now will 
be again proclaimed." 

** Why, I am now," said he, " come to that time 
when I wish ail bitterness and animosity to be at an 
end. I have never done her -any serions harm — nor 
would I ; though I could give her a bite ! — but she 
must provoke me much first. In volatile talk, indeed, 
I may have spoken of her not much to her mind ; for 
in the tumult of conversation malice is apt to grow 
sprightly ; and there, I hope, I am not yet decrepid !" 

He. quite laughed aloud at this characteristic speech. 
I most readily assured the Doctor that I had never 
yet seen him limp ! " 
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Mr. G. C. told me next a characteristic stroke of Mr. 
Walpole's. It is the custooiy you know, among the 
Macaronies, to wear two watches, which, it is always 
observed, never go together : " So I suppose," says he, 
in his finical way, " one is to tell us what o'clock it is, 
and the other what o'clock it is not'' 

Another Walpolian, a Mr. G. C. told me, upon thé 
Duke de Bouillon, who tries to pass for an English- 
man, and calls himself Mr. Godfrey. " But I think/' 
says Mr. Walpole, he might better take an English 
title, and call himself the Dvke of Mutton Broth*^ 

TuESDAY. — I spent the afternoon with Dr. Johnson, 
who indeed is very ill, and whom I could hardly tell 
how to leave. But he is rather better sînce, though 
still in a most alarming way. Indeed, I am yery 
much afraid for him ! He was veiy, very kind ! — Oh, 
what a cruel, heavy loss will he be! 

###### 

You have heard the whole story of Mr. Burke, the 
Chelsea Hospital, and his most charming letter? To- 
day he called, and, as my father was out, inquired for 
me. He made a thousand apologies for breaking in 
upon me, but said the business was finally settled at 
the ïreasury. Nothing could be more délicate, more 
élégant than his manner of doing this kindness. I 
don't know whether he was most polite or most friendly 
in his whole behaviour to me. I could almost have 
cried when he said, " This is my last act in office he 
«aid it with so manly a cheerfulness, in the midst of 
undisguised regret. What a man he is ! 

Friday, Dec. 19th. — This moming, Mr. Cambridge 

* This alludes to Dr. Bamey's appointment to the office of 
organist to the chapel of Chelsea Hospital. 



Digitized by 



294 



DIARY AND LETTERS [PaRT VIK 



860., came again, and I had a eharming tête-à-tête with 
kim. He most comically eoegratnlaled hirnself upon 
finding me alone : " for now," says be, you will talk 
ta me." He them repeatedly baped he did not distarl^ 
me, which I assored him be could uerer do, aiid tb^ 
we began our usaal conTersatioil opon every sort of 
thing that eame uppermost. 

Some time i^er be said, — 
Gay 38 you may tbink me, 1 am always upon the 
watcb for eril : only I do not look for h, like the 
Croakers, to be misérable, but to preveut it. And, for 
tkis purpose, I am constantly tarning about in my own 
mind every possiUe evil tbw can ba][^eti, and theû I 
make it my wbole business to gutrd i^ainst it." 
# # # # # # 

I went afterwards, 1^ long appointaient, to Mr. Bur- 
rows s, to meet Mr. and Mrs. Barbauld. Mrs. Chapone 
carried me. 

Mrs. Chapone herself is the most superiorly un- 
affected créature you can conceive, and full of agrémens 
from good seûse, talents, and conversational powers, in 
défiance of âge, infirmities, aod uncommon ugliness. I 
really love as well as admire and esteëm her. 

Dec. 27th. — We went at night, according to ap- 
pointment, to the Pepys. We found only Lady 
Rothes, Sir Lucas Pepys, for Dr. Pepys bas just been 
made a baronet. Lord Leslie, a youth of about eighteen, 
son of Lady Rothes, Mr. Montagu, Mr. Wraxal, aùd 
the master and mistress. Mrs. Walsingham and Miss 
Boyle went to one side of the room, and I was placed 
next Lady Rothes on the other. 

AU the Pepys were in good humour and good spi- 
rits; their new dignity bas elated without makiûg 
them impertinent. 
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TuESDAY, Dec. 30. — I went to Dr. Johnson, and 
spent the evening with him. He was very indiffèrent,, 
indeed. There were some Yery disagreeablç people 
with him ; and he once affected me very much, by 
turning suddenly to me, and grasping my hand, and 
saying,— 

" The blister I have tried for my breath has betrayed 
some very bad tokens ; but I will not terrify myself 
by talking of them : ah, priez Dieu pour moi 

Yoja may beliere I promised that I would ! — Good 
and excellent as he is, how can he so fear death ? — 
Alas, my Susy, how awful is that idea ! — He was quite^ 
touchingly affectionate to me. How earnestly I hope 
for his recovery ! 
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• lin. Ddany — A Visit to her — Kindness of Queen Charlotte — 
Mis. Carter— The Dachess of Portland— Mus Twiiung — Let- 
ter from Mrs. Thrale — R. Owen Cambridge — Chit-chat — A 
Conyersazione at Mrs. Vesey's — Mr. Jerningham — Literary 
Ladies — Mrs. Montagu and Mrs. Carter — Sir W. Hamilton — 
The Hamilton Vase — Party at Mr. Pepys's — Letter from Mrs. 
Thrale — Bath Society — Dinner at Mrs. Fitzgerald*8 — Mrs. 
Montagu, Mrs. Grarrick, the Bishop of St. Asaph — Visit to Dr^ 
Johnson — Sir Philip Clarke — R. Owen Cambridge — The 
Dulness of Set Parties — Mrs. Lock — Party at Mrs. Thrale*s — 
Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. Garrick, Hannah More, Mrs. Chapone — 
A Day with Mrs. Delany — Her Correspondence with Swift and 
Young — The Loss of Friends — Age and Youth — Lady An- 
dover — A Literary Break&st — Flying Visits — Dinner at the 
Bishop of Winchester*s — Evening Party at Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds's — Letter from Mrs. Thrale — More Dinner Parties — 
Résignation — Sad Anticipations — Marriage of IS^Irs. Thrale — 
Visit to Mrs. Lock at Norbury Park — Madame de Genlis — 
Happy News — Boulogne^ Sixty Years Ago — Life at Norbury 
Park — Madame de Sevigné — Domestic Adventures — Mo- 
ravians — Defence of Mrs. Piozzi — niness of Dr. Johnson — 
Anecdote — Johnson's Opinion of Mrs. Piozzi's Marriage — The 
Bristol Milk-woman — Johnson^s Définition of Genius — ^Visit to 
Norbury Park — Letters from Miss Bumey to Dr. Bumey and 
Mrs. Lock — Lord George Gordon — The Duchess of Devon- 
shire, and Blanchard the Aeronaut — Dr. Johnson's last Hlness — 
Anecdotes of his last Days — His Death. 
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PART VIIL 
1784. 

TuKBDAY, Jan. 6th. — I speat the afWnoan with Dr. 
Jobason, and bad the great 8ati8&ctk>ii findiiip faim 
better. 

Thubsday, Jan. 8th.— I dined with Mrs. Delany. 
The vénérable and excellent old lady received me with 
open arms, and we kissed one another as if she had 
• been my sweet grandmother, whom she always re* 
minds me of. Sbe looks as well as ever, only raCher 
thinner ; but sbe is as lively, gay, pleasant, good-hu- 
moured, and animated, as at eîgbteen. Sbe sees, sbe 
says, mucb worse; but I am thankful," sbe added, 
cheerfully^ I can see at ail at my âge. My greatest 
loss is the oountenance of my friends; howevcr, to 
see even the ligbt is a great blessing." 

Sbe shewed me a most élégant and ingenious loom, 
which the Queen made ber a présent of last summer 
at Windsor, for making fringe ; and a gold knitting 
needle given ber by the King. And sbe told me the 
whole bistory of their manner of presenting them, with 
a sort of gratefiil simplicity that was quite affecting. 
Did I ever tell you of the letter the Queen wrote ber, 
when sbe gave ber a beautifnl case of inetrameots for 
ber curious works ? Sbe signed it ber '^ affectionate 
Queen." I quite révérence the Queen for ber sensé of 
Mrs. Delany's merit. 
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We hady hoirerer, but balf an hotir alone, and it 
seemed to me much shorter. Mrs. Carter and Miss 
Hamilton came to dinner. 

Mrs. Carter is a chsrming woman ; I never liked her 
80 much before ; but I never before saw so mueh of her 
to like. Miss Hamilton I hare nothing new to say 
about ; I had no opportunity to ask her for the JBas 
JBIeUy as I had never been near her, and was much re- 
proachedy and had peace to make for myself. 

In the evening tiie Dnehess of Portland casne, and 
was very gracions and very agreeable. Lady Dart- 
mouthy also, who seems a very plain, unaffected^ wor- 
thy woman ; Mrs. LevisoOy one of Mrs. Boscawen's 
daughtersy and Miss & a maid of hoiKHur, wbom 
I bave been invited three days foUowing to meet at 
Mrs. Walsingham's. She bas had, it seems, a man*s 
éducation; yet she is young, pretty, and, at times, 
very engaging. She seems unequal, and, I am told, 
can be very saucy and supercilious. 

The evening did very wéll, but the first half hoor 
was worth the whole day. 



Mrs. Tlirale to Miss F, Burney. 

Bath, Janiiary 15, 1784. 
Well, my dearest Burney — now Mrs. Byron is ill, 
and ail my tenderness returns. Do send her the in- 
closed, and let me know whether she is bad or no. 
Poor soul ! she loves me dearly in her way, and if I 
do not like her œethod, 'tis no reason for rejecting 
her regard. 

I bave got a workl of £ranks, and shall tormeat you 
aecoirdîngly. 

Sir Lucas Pepys received a letter from me the ather 
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dajy ail about my heaith ; perhaps he 11 answer ît ; and 
Seward hears ail the particulars as if he were an old 
nurse. 

As for being well in this weather» it were as rational 
to bid me calm tbe beats of Parliament as mj own 
agitated nenres : but, as tbe man in The Rambler'* 
saysy perbaps I sball mend in tbe spring." 

Air balloons go no fitster tban post-borses at last! I 
caugbt my deatb almost by looking at one the other 
day, which went to Bristol in an bour from hence. I 
dare say Sir Jobn Lade's pbaeton would bave beaten 
our Icarus out of sigbt. 

Adieu, my love, and may God bless you but as is 
wisbed and prayed for by your own 

, H. L. T. 



Diary Hemmed. 

Thursday, January 16th. — My Bath joumey, my 
dear Susy, I know not wbat to say about ; could I go 
for one fortnigbt, notbing could so mucb rejoice me ; 
for I even languisb, I pine to see again my beloved 
and very — ob, very unhappy Mrs. Tbrale ! I know 
well tbe meeting, as tbings are at présent situated, 
would half kill ber witb joy, and me with a thousand 
feelings I keep off as well as I can ; but I cannot tell 
how to arrange matters for this purpose. The ex- 
pense of sueb an expédition, for so short a time, I 
know not how even to nanie to my father, who hias a 
thousand reasons against my going, ail founded on 
arguments ùnanswerable. 

I bad a very long conférence with dear Mr. Cam- 
bridge, who returoed to town with undiminished Mnd- 
ness for me, as he shewed in a manner that will atàaze 
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y OU. Charlotte was with us at first, but soon retired ; 
had tben an hour or two by ourselves. 

He began by talking of the preceding evening at 
Mrs. Ord's, and its heaviness. I was half ready ta 
laugb, — there was something so naif in the complaint. 

" But I must tell you," said he, " how I made 
George laugh, though without intending it, after we 
got into Mortimer Street last night. Why, George, 
says I, what an evening we have had hère. Why, 
there 's nçither been mirth nor instruction ! " 
. " Mrs. Ord,'*-cried 1, " is a very friendly woman, and 
very sensible ; and, indeed, I go to see her because I 
have a real regard for her, and she bas the warmest 
regard for me ; but I don't go expecting entertainment 
from her brilliancy." 

Oh, it is quite right for you, and quite another 
thing for you ; but for me, who corne seldom to town,. 
it does not answer ; for I aiways want either to hear 
something that is new, or something that is pleasant. 
But it is very well for you who live in town, and I 
would have you go." 

We had then a little further talk about the evening, 
aller which, in a very serions tone, Mr. Cambridge 
said, — 

And now I have something very interesting to 
say to you. I hardly know how to tell it you; but 
you miist bear it as well as you can, and not suifer it 
to prey upon your spirits." 

And then, while I listened aghast, he told me that 
the sweet Kitty was in so dangerous a way he could 
not but look forward to the most fatal conclusion of her 
malady. 

I was truly concerned — coucerned at my very heart 
to hear such sounds from him ; but when he proceeded 
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to comfort me, — to heg me to bear up, — I was really 
obliged to go «nd poke at the fire with ail my miglit 
to hide from faim the €ffect of soch generosity of 
sentiment. I casnot write jou the particalars of what 
he «aid, beeauee, tbings being sîace a little meaded, 
I bope there is less occasion to tbink orer such sad 
admonitions : bnt he charged me to bear up agamst 
thif misfortune as he did. 

^* You," satd he, must remind me hereafter, should 
you see me sinking at iast in sorrow when ail is orer, 
of what I say to you now, and of ail her sofferings, 
which now I think worse thaa ail/' 

Âgm he charged me to be cheerftil myself, and said 
he had gtven the same diarge to Sally Baker. 

" You two," added he, *' and my two girls, ha^e, 
aanong you ail four bat one fiMilt,-~and &at is too 
much feeling. You must repress that, tfaerefore, as 
much as you ean.'' 

And when he had repeated lliese injunctîonSy he 
said, — 

And now we will talk of it no more. I hare 
prepared you for what may happen ; so now think of 
it as little as you ean, and forgive me f(Hr giving you so 
much pain ; and the less we say upon this subjeet in 
future the better. 

# # # # « 

I went alone to Mrs. Vesey's, which was very dis- 
agreeable to me. There was a yery fuU meeting tpo, 
and most of the company were already arri^ed ; and, 
to add to the pleasure of my entrée^ Mrs. Vesey was in 
an inn^ room : so my name was spoke aloud at the 
door, and then nobody was ready to receive me. ï 
stood so awkward; till at last Sir Joshua Rqrnolds 
smilingly called ont, — 
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Miss Biir&ey, jm had b^ter come and sit by me, 
for here 's no Mrs. Vesey." 

I instaatly obeyed the droll summons. 

" Why don't I>r. Barney corne wHh you?" cried he, 
good-naturedly ; you shoold make him, for it is very 
dktressmg to you to corne în alone." 

I ziever wîU go alone again unless I ean go mueh. 
«arlier. 

I now soon saw folks enough that I knew. Mr. 
Jmitogbaai first came up to me, and ofFered to fetch 
Mrs. Vesey, which, though I declined, he would do. 
She receiv^ed me most kindly, and told me I had a little 
party of friends in the boudoir who desired I would 
join them ; but I had had enough of exhibiting myself, 
and begged leare to sit still. 

But you can't think, my dear ma'am," cried she, 
" how happy you will make me, if you will be quite at 
jour eaee here, and run about just as you like." 

How well sfae sœs what would make me happy!— 
to ron about in rooms full of Company ! 

As soon as she ut» ealled off, Mr. Jerningham took 
her place, civilly declaring he would not give it up, 
<;ome who might. 

Soon after came Mr. Montagu with another message 
from the boudoir; but I was now by the Burrows 
and Mrs. Pepys, and did not like parading away. 
They sent a bad messenger, however; for he got a 
chair in our circle, and took back no answer. After- 
wttrds Miss Hamilton herself came, and, taking my 
hand, inststed upon carrying me back with her. 

The boudoir party was Mrs. Carter, Miss Gregory, 
Mws Hamilton^ Lady Wake, Miss Ann Clarke, and 
Mr. Montagu. I was introduoed by Miss Hamilton to 
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the two ladies whose names are new to you. I stayed 
wîth this party ail the evening. 

Mrs. Carter talked inore than any body ever heard 
her talk before ; and Mr. Moutagu declared he was 
sure it was for me. I should désire nothing more 
than such influence, were it so; for her talk was ail 
instruction. Were I to see much of her, I really think 
we should be exceediog good friends. Mrs. Vesey,. 
Dr. Warton, and Mr. Jemingham joined us occasion- 
ally. In the other rooms were Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. 
BuUer, Sir William Hamilton, and crowds more, with 
dear, amiable, unaffected Sîr Joshua. 

Mr. Cambridge, came very late, and ventured not 
into our closet, which seemed a band exclusive. 

There was a world of regret in the boudoir, about my 
notgoing to see the Hamilton Vase next day ; for most 
of that set were to form the party. 

Saturday, Januauy 17th. — To-day, by long in- 
vitation, I was to spend the evening at the Pepys. 

We kept up, among our own group, a gênerai con» 
versation, but not a very lively one ; for Miss G. 
whispered me she wished Miss O. away, she could 
say so little : and Mr. M. told me, in another whisper,^ 
he could not bear looking at Miss H. there was some- 
thing so disagreeably languishing in her eyes! The 
two ladies had no opportunity, as I was seated, to 
whisper a return of thèse compliments ; but I found 
that none of them desired the affinity of the others. 

The evening rubbed on and rubbed oS till it began 
to break up. Mrs. Montagu was the first who rose to 
take leave, and, in passing by to go out, suddenly 
perceived me, and eagerly advancing, put both her 
hands upon my shoulders, and good-humonredly ex* 
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ckiroed, "Oh, have I found you out at last?" And 
then shc said many Tery obliging tfaings, which she 
finished with an invitation for tbe next Wednesday 
ey^ng witk my &ther. 

Mrs. Tlirale to Miss F, Burney, 

Bath, Wednesday, Febntary 18, 1784. 

Thanks, thanks, a thonsand, my prettiest, deareit 
Burney ! Tbis ebarming letter makes aœends for ail. 
And you remember last wmter, do you ? and refmember 
it with tenderaess ? What then must bave pa»s«d in 
my mind, on tbe dread&l anniversary of a day which,. 
instead of kilUng me as it ougbt to bave done, gave to 
two innocent, un&rtunate people, a cruel and Ungering 
death, — like tbe arrows tipped witb African poison,, 
wbicb slowly and gradually retarding tbe vital powers, 
at lengtb (in about tbree years I tbink) wbolly put a. 
«top to tbeir ezertion ! 

You are vaetly good-natured about tbe litde Dobbina,. 
wbo is my fond and bumble adorer ; tbougb Bomewbat 
jealous of her buBband's being (as be truly is) a greater 
favourite witb me tfaan ber. Tbe means sbe takes ta 
supplant him are truly comical, and would make you 
laagh most heartily ; but m migbt twenty undeseribable 
situations if you -were on tbe spot, — tbe only clean, 
aad warm, and vbolesome spot in England at this 
time. Ob, I would not quit dear Batb just now for 
any place in King George's dominions ! 

Pray, is Baretti sick or in dis^ess? Tbe Italians 
tbink him dead ; but I suppose ail is well with him, 
aVtit? 

Johnson is ia a sad way, doubtless ; yet he may still 
with care last another twelvem<Hith, and every week's 

VOL. II. X 
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existence is gain to him, who^ like good Hezekiah, 
wearies Heaven with entreaties for life. I wrote him a 
very serious letter the other day. 

The Methodists do certainly reconcile one to death, 
by renderiûg ail temporal enjoyments obtuse, or re- 
presenting tbem as illicit. Whoever considers this 
world as a place of constant mortification, and incessant 
torment, will be well enough contented to leave it ; but 
I can scarcely think our Saviour, who professed his 
yoke to be easy and bis bui^den to be light, will bave 
peculiar pleasure in their manner of serving bim. My 
principles are never convinced by their arguments, 
though my imagination is always fluttered by tb^r 
yehemence. We must do the best ve can at last, and 
as King David says, Let us fall into thé hands of 
God, and not into the hands of men ; for they are 
severe and cruel judges of each other.'^ 

Apropos — Mr.Seward's disapprobation is merely ex» 
ternal, and by no means like yours, the growth of his 
heart; but the coarseness ofhis expressions he hasto 
himself, and I cannot guess how I bave deserved tbem. 
Sir Lucas Pepys writes very tenderly to me. Live or 
die, he shall not find me ungrateful. 

Why do you catch thèse horrible fevers, dear Bumey ? 
They will demolish you some day before you are aware. 

Well, you bave lost some of the old treason-plotters, 
to be sure, by whom you were and are dearly loved 
and valued ; but when friends are once parted in this 
wide world, 't is so strange if they ever meet i^ain, 
that no one ought to wonder should they see each 
other no more. There is a place, however, where we 
shall meet those we love, and enjoy their society in 
peace and comfort. To such as bave fuUy experienced 
the agonies of absence, sure that will be heaven enough. 
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Adieu, my precious friend, and don't farget one on 
whose heart time and distance have no other effect 
tfaan to engrave affection and affliction the deeper. 
Adieu ! I am really almost drawn together from empti- 
ness and sinking. Love me, however, while .I am 
your 

H. L.T. 



Mrs, Thrale to Miss Burney. 

Bath, Tuesday, 23d March, 1784. 

You were a dear créature to write so soon and so 
sweetly ; but we shall never nieet. I see that clearly, 
and bave seen it long. My going to London would be 
a dreadful expense, and bring on a thousand inqniries 
and inconveniences — visits to Johnson and from 
Cator : and wbere must I live for the time, too ? Oh, 
I bave desired nothing else since you wrote ; but ail Is 
impossibility. Why would you ever flatter me that 
you might, maybe, corne to Bath? I saw the un- 
likelihood even then, and my retired life will not 
induce your friends to permit your coming hither now. 
I fancy even my own young ladies wilI leave me, and 
I sîncerely think they will be perfectly right so to do, 
as the world they wish to shine in is quite excluded by 
my style of living. 

Bath flash they properly enough despise, and Lon- 
don flash I cannot attend them in. More chapters of 
the Bible, or more volumes of the Roman and English 
historiés, would fatigue their ears — for their lungs bave 
not yet suffered. I bave, however, read to them the 
Bible from beginning to end, the Roman and English 
historiés, Milton, Shakspere, Pope and Young's \^orks 
from head to heel ; Warton and Johnson s criticisms 
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OU tfae Poets ; besîdes b complète èjetem di^vouttic 
writiDg; and clufiflical --^ I mem EngUsh daassies^ 
tfaey are inost pex^tly aequaîatod wiÂ. S^ch worics 
of Voltaire, too, as w/ere nio^t daiige»ott6« me hme 
worked at ; RoUin des Belles Lettres/' ae4 a liimddr^d 
more. 

But ray best powers are past, and I think I must 
look them a lady to supply my deficiency, to attend 
them if they should like a jaunt next summer or so ; 
for I will not quit Bath. The waters and physicians 
of iSiîs place are ail my oomfort, and I often think I 
iftever shall again leave tbe spot. 
. Ah, Bumoy ! you Uttle know Ûxe sufferiag, wd, I 
will add, the patienl; suffering of your 

H. h. T.* 



Journal Resumed, 

Satctbday, âfbii< 17th. — The sight of your paw 
ai©y way, my dearest Siisy, my heart'fi ever dearest 
frkn4, would be well worth ail the pence I haire in tbe 
world, could I see it en no other conditiknL Indeed I 

* The above letter is Jjadorsed as followB in the handwiiting of 
Midame d'Arblay : — 

" Many letters of a subséquent date to this letter, of 14th 
March, 1784, 1 have utterly, for cogent . reasons (cogent and con- 
scientious), destroyed. FoUowing, with this so long dearest fHend^ 
the simple, but unrivaUed, golden raie, I wonld only preaenre 
n3«h as évince her couflicts, her noisery, and her sufferings, meaÉsd. 
and corporeal, to exonerate ha: from the banal reproach of yield- 
ing unresisting to her passici.s. Her fault and grievous mis- 
fortune was, not combating them in their origin ; not flying even 
from their menace. How have I loved her! yntài what affection, 
^at gratitude, what admirsttion, and what afflîctîoH ! - 
12th Febnuxry, 1825." 
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bcrre mt beeii rtally in spîrits^ nor liad one nshiral 
l«ugb,, flimee I lost you ; there sesms sucb an insin 
pidity, sHveii a vacnity in ail tkat passes. I know Bot^ 
in truth, whether I rooët mis» you when iap^ or 
wien sad. Tkat I wi^ for yoa i»08t -nbeu h&pjfj is 
cartaifi ; bot that nothing upon e»ptb can do me so 
nsuck good, when sad^ as- your society, is certain toc. 
Constantfy to kear fnm you, and to write to you, is 
the next besl tfai&g ; so» now, with as little muruntiring 
as I am able, 1 return to our paper conversatîonâ* 

YonT note by the postilion w»s truly welcome ; and 
I thank yo« most waraoly for writmg it. I am grieired 
you had So bad a jotirttey, which I fear you couU 
never bear so ^ell as you inirposingly prétend. As to 
me, I haTe Imd, i eonfcars, a slight beadaeh ever sinee 
you went ; but I believe it to be owiog to stagnation 
of blood from stupidity^ notking of an enlîvening 
nature baving pasfi^d to gtve me a^JiUip for the Philip 
I haTetest. Tbere! could Charlotte do more? How« 
«rer, I solemnly assure you i am only heayyish, mt 
ill ; and I intend to sfaake that aS by the iirst 
opportmnity. 

¥oar letter to my father, and aceount of the sw^et 
littïe girt, delighted^ m ativ He will very soon answer 
it himself. i am rejoieed on your aecount as much as 
hers that sfae ean now walk m welL So now to my 
proceedings. 

MoKBAY, Aphii. 19th — I went in the evening to 
see dear Dr. Johnson. He reeeîred me with open 
arms, scoFded me witfa the most ilattering expressions 
for my absence, but wonld not let me come aw»y 
without making me pronûse to dine with him noxt 
day, on a salmoa from Mrs. Thrale. This I did not 
dare refuse, as he was urgent, and I had played truant 
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so long ; but, to be sure, I had rather bave dined first, 
on account of poor Blacky. He is amaziogly re- 
coveredy and perfectly good-humoured and comfortable, 
and smilingly alive to idie chat. 

At Dr. Johnson's we had Mr. and Mrs. Hoole and 
their son, and Mrs. Hall, a very good Méthodiste and 
sîster of John Wesley. The day was tolerable; but 
Dr. Johnson is never bis best when there is nobody to 
draw him out; but he was much pleased with my 
coming, and very kind indeed. 

ÂPRiL 22d. — Sweet and délectable to me was my 
dearest Susy's letter. I am so glad of seeing your 
sentiments, when I cannot hear them, that your letters 
are only less valuable to me than yourself : and, in- 
deed, no letters were ever so very near conversation as 
ours; they bave but this fault, — the longest never 
says half there is to say. 

I will not answer oné word to what you say of our 
dear, lost Chesington ; if I do, I shall start no other 
subject. But I am truly delighted by ail you say of 
the sweet little girl, and most thankfiil to Heaven for 
the comfort she affords you. I am well, my dear 
Susy, I assure you, though not " ail alive and joUy ;" 
yet by no means melancholic neither ; a little still in 
the stagnating order ; but it will wear away, I hope, 
and I spare not for continuai employment, by way of 
forwarding its departure. 

I did not receive your letter, my dear Susy, till 
Tuesday. I bave lately spent a great deal of (ime at 
home, for I bave now a little broke my &ther into 
permitting my sending excuses ; and, indeed, I was 
most heartily tired of visiting, though the people vi- 
sited bave been among the first for talents in the 
kingdom. I can go nowhere with pleasure or spirit, 
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if I meet not somebody who interests my heart as well 
as my head, and I miss Mrs. Thrale most woefully in 
both particulars. 

Friday, âpril 23d. — The sweet and most be- 
witching Mrs. Lock called upon me in the evening, 
with her son George. I let her in, and did so rejoice 
I had not gone to Mrs. Vesey's. But I rejoiced for 
only a short time ; she came but to take leave» for she 
was going to Norbury the very next moming. I was 
quite heavy ail the evening. She does truly interest 
both head and heart. I love her already. And she 
was so kindy so caressing, so soft ; pressed me so much 
to fix a time for going to Norbury; said such sweet 
things of Mrs. Phillips ; and kissed me so affectionately 
in quitting me, that I was quite melted by her. 

What a charm has London lost for me by her de'* 
parture ! sweet créature that she is ; born and bred to 
dispense pleasure and delight to ail who see or know 
her ! She, Mrs. Thrale, and Mrs. Delany, in their se- 
veral ways ail excellent, possess the joint powers of 
winning the aftîsctions, while they. delight the intel- 
lects, to the highest summit I can even conceive oi 
human attraction. The heart-fascination of Mrs. 
Thrale, indeed, few know; but those few must confess 
and must feel her sweetness, to them, is as captivating 
as ber wit is brilliant to ail. 

Saturday, April 24. — My father and I went very 
late to the Borough: early enough, however, for me, 
as I was not in eue for a mixed party of praters. I 
respect and esteem them ; but they require an ex* 
ertion to which I am not always inclined. The coiù.^ 
pany was Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. Garrick, Miss More, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pepys, Mrs. Chapone, and two or three 
less eminent. 
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I had many flattering repr<»adà€S for mj late tru* 
ancy irom tbeee parties ; bot atl that I reeeired aaj 
pleasure in was about a quarter of an hour'» separale 
talk wkh Mis. Gravriek, who waa so maifccted, cheer- 
fnl, and ratîonal, that I was very glad of the chat 

MovDAY, Apbil 26. — I spent wkk fiiy dear M rs« 
Delany, and more pleasantly than I lum spent any 
day since my Susy lefit town. Sbe gare ne her letters 
to rummage, &om Swift and Young ; and sbe told ne 
ail the aaeedotes that oecurred to her of her acqnaiait* 
anee with them. How I grieve that her sight yisiUy 
eM^inues to deeay ! ail her other semés and ÙLOxâAs» 
are perfeet» though.sbe says not. 

" My friemds," said she once wheii we were sioae^ 

will last, I believe, as long as I krt» hecanse th^ 
ave very good ; but the pleasure cf oor ÊriendaUp is 
now aU to be reeeiyed by me, fcar I Iwre lost aH power 
g{ relurniiig any." 

If she often spoke sneh untrutfasi,.! sbould notrevese 
her as I do^ She has been in gréai aflietiom lately far 
Lady Mansâeld, a Tery old friendy j«st dead. 

The Bûches» of Portland and I/' sud she, haye 
owrselve» ap together, and sesa Aobody ; andi 
some people soîd we did mischief to ourseires by it> 
far the Dochiess lanented Lady Mansfield stiH more 
than I did. However, our sympathy ka& ooriy doue: 
goed tO'both. But t^-day I wanted a cordialy and that 
madevie wisk far you^" 

Hew kiod and hetw sweet ! We were quite. alone tiàk. 

eveniz^,. exeept for lorely MîiS P ^ whom I like 

ifiiaj Meh; and I entreated Mrs. Debmy alwa^s to 
let me dîae witb her alone; aad I behéve sbe wii 
eomply, far we grow more and more sociable and 
^nreseryed. 
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I was toid" saîd sbe oxiee, that wbeo I grew 
older, I should feel les»; but I do ikot find it do; I am 
socmer, I Ihink, hurt than ever. I suppose U is with 
Terj old i^e as wîth extrême youth, tbe effect 
weaknes»; Beither of those stages of life hare ârnmesé 
for bearkig Huefortuses." 

In tke eveïQmg we had Lady Andover and Mrs. 
Walsnigham. 

Mat GiH. — I breakfasted at Mrs. Ord's, to mee4 
Mr. and Mrs. Smdt, Mrs. Qarriek, and Miss More, 
and ife bad a yery pleasant moming^ of rational and 
elegattt conversation. Mr. Smelt bas tbe same taste 
in tbe fine arts and in lita*atare tbat Mr. Lock haa» 
He is a most pôlisbed and bigb-bred man ; but I 
coold make no aequaintanee with bim, tbough Mrs« 
Ord and himself were botb earnest tbat I sbould ; for 
never once did be open bis moutb but to make me 
some compliiaent allusive to Cecilia and tbough 
always witb delicacy, even to refinement, it always was 
compliment, and kept me in tbat sort of acknow- 
ledging restraânt, tbat put it out of my power to say 
any tbing in reply. He asked me wbere I sbould 
spend tbe summer? I told bim at Cbesington; and, 
for some part of it, at Mr. Lock's. 

'* Ab!" cried be, "yo« are acquainted, tbeu, witb 
tbat divine family ?** 

No wooder be, wbo bas so nmicb in eommon witb 
Mr. Lock, sbould passionately admire botb bim and 
bis. 

May 7th. — My fatber and I dined at tbe Bisbop of 
Wincbester s ; tbis being my first sigbt of Mrs* North 
this year. Sbe reproacbed me, bowever, very gently, 
pressing me to come to Chelsea, and assarii^ me sbe 
would never forgive it if I did not visit ber at Fam* 
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ham in the summer. Tbe Bishop is charming, and 
the chiidren are very interesting. 

In the evening we went to Sir Joshua Reynolds'. 
Here we met Mr. Burke ; not well, however, nor in 
hîgh spirits, but very good-humoured and pleasant; 
and 80 kind as to seat himself next me ail the evening. 
His son was there too, and, as he came a fall half- 
hour before his father, had kept that seat himself, as 
usual, till his arriyal. I am quite amazed at him and 
young Montagu, for their noble persévérance in 
working so resolutely at so much dryness and coldness 
as I treat them with. They are both very pleasing 
and well-bred young men; and I can hardly tell 
myself why I am not more sociable with them ; but it 
is so that I ain not ; and I feel obliged to them in vain. 

Young B.'s uncle, Mr. R. Burke, was there also, 
and, as he ever does, instantly distinguished me in a 
public manner; but though I am much entertained 
sometimes with his strong humour, there is a boldness 
in his manners that always excites in mine a chilliness 
that distances him. How unlike his brother ! 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Mortimer Street, Cavendish Square, 
Tuesday Night, May 17S4. 

I am come, dearest Burney. It is neither dream 
nor fiction; though I love you dearly, or I wonld 
not have come. Absence and distance do nothing 
towards wearing ont real affection ; so you shall always 
find it in your true and tender 

H. L. T. 

I am somewhat shaken bodily, but 'tis the mental 
shocks that have made .me unable to bear the corpo- 
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real ones. Tis past ten o'clock, however, aiid I must 
lay myself down with the sweet expectatioa of seeing 
my charming friend in tbe morning to breakfast. I 
love Dr. Burney too well to fear him, and he loves me 
too well to say a word which should make me love 
him less. 



Journal Resumed. 

May 17. — Let me now, my Susy, acquaint you a 
little more connectedly than I have done of late how I 
hâve gone on. The rest of that week I devoted almost 
whoUy to sweet Mrs. Thrale, whose society was truly 
the mo6t delightful of cordials to me^ however, at 
times^ mixed with bitters the least palatable. 

One day I dined with Mrs. Garrick to meet Dr. 
Johnson, Mrs. Carter, Miss Hamilton, and Dr. and 
Miss Cadogan; and one evening I went to Mrs. Vesey, 
to meet almost every body, — the Bishop of St. Asaph^ 
: wd ail the Shipleys, Bishop Chester and Mrs. Por- 
tens, Mrs. and Miss Ord, Sir Joshua Reynolds and 
Miss Palmer, Mrs. BuUer, ail the Burrows, Mr. Wal- 
pole, Mrs. Boscaweu, Mrs. Gàrrick, and Miss More, 
and some others. But ail the rest of my time I gave 
. wholly to dear Mrs. Thrale, who lodged in Mortimer 
Street, and who saw nobody else. Were I not sensible 
of her goodness, and fall of incurable affection for her, 
should I not be a monster ? 

# # * • * 

I parted most reluctantly with my dear Mrs. Thrale, 
whom, when or how, I shall see again, Heaven only 
knows ! but in sorrow we parted — on my side in real 
affliction. 

. . The next morning, while ruminating in much sad- 



Digitized by 



3Ï6 MARY AITB LETTERS [Part VIII. 

He0B upon my kle interviews with Mrs. Thrak» how 
gyeat vrus the relief of my mind,— Ifae defigkt^ îoh 
deedy to- be sumiiioDed lo my dear Mr, Caminridge* 
I Û€w to bim — I gavé bm my band, for I couU 
not help it, from tbe great salinfaetion. i felt in agaîn 
seeing bim. " But wby, sir," I cried, " bave yon 
been sucb a stranger ? — I bope notbing is worse at 
Twickenbam?" 

Tbe grave and fixed eountenanee tbat now met my 
eyes, tbougb tbe first loc^ bad been kindly svûUng, 
told me instantty bow ail onr feir, lately raised bo{>ea 
were blasted. He was silent a moment, and A«n 
slowly attswered, — " Yes ; we mu»t not talk of tbat/' 

Sboeked and disappoînted at tbi& relapee, I eo»UI 
not forbear expresaing my coneem. He tben more 
erplicitly told me bow ill every tbing went ; and tbat 
mm ûH bope was finally over. Sir Jobn Elliot bftd 
been witb tbem the moming before, and told tbem to 
expeet the worst ! You mnst now, therefore," said 
be, only pray tobave ber released/' 

Something tben, but in a burrying manner, as if 
willmg to get rid of tbe subjeet, be said of cfeappotnt^ 
ment about my going to Twiekenbam, or seeing hÎ9 
beloved Kitty any more; and concluded it witb, — 

I eaen now only bope to see y on a eonsolation to 
Cbarlotte." 

tbal I migbt be so f but wbo on eartb can eossole 
tbat noble-minded créature ? He told me bow greatly 
sbe bebaved, and said tbat but tbe day before she bad 
dedared sbe could not, for tbe sake of one quartcr of 
an boiir*8 smiles from ber darling sister, any longer 
Wïsb ber to aidure twenty-four bowrs* misery ! 

Tbe old complaints still continue, and new ones 
appear : he had stayed witb them oiriy to watch by 
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the poor sufferer, wbo Wre lier mccamulated tormeoits 
like an angel. He came up now in tmler to dine witk 
Dr. Heberden and Sir John ElUot ; but g&ve me to 
udersI^Qd thîs w^s the last YÎsit he purpoeed making 
to town till ail suspense vas orer. 

* # ♦ * ♦ 

(At thie period the bealth «of Mrs. Phillips fatled 
mnch tfaat, afiter some deliberatiosn, ehe and Captam 
Phillips decided on removing to Boulogne for changée 
©f air. The foUowing letter was written bjr Miss 
Bnmey to her sister, when this plan "was ârBt in 
agitation.] 

JuNE 13. — My dearest, dearest Susy, I hare read 
jour iinal letter with mnch more composore'tfban I flid 
yonr leading one. I saw what was eoming, aad was 
therefore prepared foœ it ; bot do not griere^ ^o my 
darling Susy, — my own ever, ever most dear of friends 
and sisters ! Grieve not for me, in taking measures to 
préserve the life and health most valuable to my own. 
Such being the motive of your removal, 1 can bear it 
wîthout a murmur, and I will do ail in my power ta 
assist ity by taking upon me the vhole managemenit of 
it with my ÊUàer wheaever yon please. 

But must it be to the Continent ? — the division bjr 
sea — how could I cross it were y ou ill ? Who would 
take me ? and could I bear that Phillips should leave 
you to fetdb me in such a case ? The remotest part <xf 
England were better to me. But if he or you think 
your abode th^e will be pleasanter, oh, dearest Susy ! 
that, indeed, will be a pull upon my heart-strings i — 
hnt of this when we meet . You certainly have been 
well in various parts of England : Ipswich, Twiek^- 
ham, Norbury, — ail shew the nation is not i^inst 
you, only the clay soil. However, when we meet is 
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time enongh ; I will do nothing to plague you out of a 
scheme, if it is formed. 

You will, probably, have heard how they are re- 
lieved at Twickenham, and how angelically the whole 
&mily bear what bas be&Uen them. O my Susy ! — 
let me but préserve you, and aU other evils now seem 
trifling. I would not oppose Capt. P. in his plan for 
the world. I adore him for it — if it be for your 
health. 

[Towards the end of Jnly in this year, Mrs. Thrale's 
second marriage took place with Mr. Piozzi, and Miss 
Bumey went about the same time to Norbury Pai^^ 
where she passed some weeks with Mr. and Mrs. Lock. 
The following Sketch " of a letter, and mémorandum 
of what had recently passed between Mrs. Piozzi and 
herself, is taken from the journal of that period.] 



Miss F, Bumey to Mrs. Piozzu 

Norbury Park, Aug. 10, 1784. 

When my wondering eyes first looked over the 
letter I received last nîght, my mind instantly dictated 
a high-spirited vindication of the consistency, integrity, 
and faithfîilness of the friendship thus abruptly re- 
proached and cast away. But a sleepless night gave 
me leisure to recoUect that you were ever as gênerons 
as precipitate, and that your own heart would do 
justice to mine, in the cooler judgment of future re- 
flection. Committing myself, therefore, to that period, 
I determined simply to assure you, that if my last letter 
hurt either you or Mr. Piozzi, I am no less sorry than 
surprised ; and that if it offended you, I sincerely beg 
your pardon. 
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Not to that time, however, can I wait to acknow- 
ledge the pain an accusation 80 unexpected has caused 
me, nor the heartfeit satisfaction with which I shatl 
receive, when you are able to write it, a softer renewal 
of regard. 

May Heaven direct and bless you ! 

F. B. 

N.B. This is the sketch of the answer which F. B. 
most painfully wrote to the unmerited reproach of not 
sending cordial congratulations upon a marriage which 
fihe had uniformly, openly, and with deep and ayowed 
affliction, thought wrong. 



jlfr5. Piozzi to Miss Burney. 

Wellbeck Street, No. 33 Cayendish Square. 
Friday, Aug. 13, 1784. 

Give yourself no serions concern, sweetest Burney. 
Ail is well, and I am too happy myself to make a 
friend otherwise ; quiet your kind heart immediately, 
and love my husband if you love his and your 

H. L. Piozzi. 

N.B. To this kind note, F. B. wrote the warmest 
and most afiectionate and heartfeit reply; but never 
received another word! And here and thus stopped 
a correspondence of six years of almost unequalled 
partiality, and fondness on her side; and affection, 
gratitude, admiration, and sincerity on that of F. B., 
who could only conjecture the cessation to be caused 
by the resentment of Piozzi, when informed of her 
constant opposition to the union. 
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Diary retumed. 
Addressed to Mrs. Phillips. 

Friday, Oct. 8th. — I set off with my dear father 
for ChesingtoDy where we passed five days very com- 
fortably ; my father was ail good humour, ail himself, — 
sach as yoa and I mean by that word. Ilie next day 
we had tbe blessmg cf your Dover letter, ^nd on Tburs- 
day, Oct« 14, I arrived at dear Noitmiy Parie, at about 
«eren o'clock, after a pleasant ride in the dark. Mr. Lûck 
most kindiy and cordially welcomed me ; ht came ûat 
upon the steps to receive me, and his beloved Fredy waited 
for me in the vestibule. Oh, with what tenderness did 
she take me to her bosom ! I feh melted with her kind- 
MSB, but I could BOt express a joy like hers, for my 
heart was very full — ^fuU of my dearest Susan, whose 
image seemed before me upon tbe spot where we bad so 
lately been together. They idd me that Madame de la 
Fite, her daughtér, and Mr. Hinde, were in the bouse ; 
Lut as I am now, I bope, corne for a long time, I did not 
vex at hearing this. Their first inquiries were if I had 
not heard from Boulogne. 

Satueday. — I fully expected a letter, but none came ; 
but SuNDAY I depended upon one. The post, however, 
did not arrive before we went to church. Madame de 
la Fite, seeing my sorrowful looks, good naturediy 
asked Mrs. Lock what could be set about to divert 
a little la pauvre Mademoiselle Beumey? and pro- 
posed reading a drama of Madame de Genlis. I 
approved ît much, preferring it greatly to conversation ; 
and, accordingly, she and her daughter, each takmg 
characters to themselves, read La Rosière de Salency." 
It is a very interesting and touchingly simple little drama. 
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I waâ so much pleased that they afterwards regularly 
read one every evening while they stayed. 

Next morning I went up stairs as usual, to treat 
myself with a solo of impatience for the post» and at 
about twelve o'clock I heard Mrs. Locke stepping along 
the passage. I was sure 6f good news, for I knew, 
if there was bad, poor Mr. Locke would hâve brought 
it. She came in, with three letters in ber hand, 
and thiee thousand dimples in her cheeks and chin! 
Oh, my dear Susy, what a sight to me was your hand ! 
I hardly cared for the letter ; I hardly desired to open it ; 
the direction alone almost satisfied me safficiently.. How 
did Mrs. Locke embrace me ! I half kissed her to death. 
Then came dear Mr. Locke, his eyes brighter than ever — 

Well, how does she do?" 

Tfais question forced me to open my letter; ail was 
just as I could wish, except that I regretted the having 
written the day bèfore such a lamentation. I was so 
congratulated ! I shook hands with Mr. Locke ; the two 
dear little girls came jumping to wish me joy ; and Mrs. 
Locke ordered a fiddler, that they might hâve a dance in 
the eveningy which had been promised them from the 
time of Mademoiselle de la Fite's arrivai, but postponed 
from day to day, by gênerai désire, on account of my 
uneasiness. 

♦ **•#* 

Mon DAY, OcT. 25th.— Mr. Hinde and Madame and 
Mademoiselle de la Fite ail left us. ^They were ail so 
good humoured and so happy, there was no being glad 
though how to be sorry at remaining alone with this 
family, I really know not. Both the de la Fites went 
away in tears. I love them for it. 

Wednesday, Nov. 3rd. — This day bas brought me 

VOL. II. Y 
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another g weet letter f rom my Susy. What a set of brcd^en- 
fortuned; broken-charactered people of fashion are about 
you at Boulogne The accounts are at once curiou& 
and melancholy to me. 

Nothing can be more truly pleasant tfaan our presrat 
lives. I bury all disqnietudes in immédiate enjoyment ; 
an enjoyment more fitted to my secret mind than any I 
bad ever hoped to attain. We are so perfectly tranquiU 
that not a partide of our whole frames seems ruffled or 
discomposed. Mr. Locke is gayer and more sportive than 
I ever bave seen bim ; bis Fredy seems made up of happi- 
ness; and tbe two dear little girk^are in spirits almost 
ecstatic ; and all from tbat internai contentment which 
Norbury Park seems to bave gatbered from all cornera 
of the world into its own sphère. * 

Our mornings, if fine, are to ourselves, as Mr. Locke 
rides out ; if bad, we assemble in the pieture room. We 
have two books in public reading. Madame de Séyigné*^ 
Letters, and Cook's last Voyage. Mrs. Locke reads tbe 
French; myself the English. 

Our conversations, too, are such as I could almost 
wish to last for ever. Mr. Locke bas been all himself,-*^ 
all instruction, information, and intelligence,— since we 
have been left alone ; and the invariable sweetness, as^ 
well as judgment, of all be says» leaves, indeed, nothing^ 
to wish. 

They will not let me go while I can stay, and I am 
now most willing to stay tîll I must go. The s^enity of 
a life like this, sn^oothesthe whole internai surface of the 
mind. My own, I assure you, begins to feel quite glossy. 

* [Mrs. Phillips retumed in less than a twelvemonth from Bou- 
logne, much recovered in health, and settled with her husband and 
family in a house at H icldehani; at the foot of Nvzbary Park.] 
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To see Mrs. Locke so entirely restored to total health^and 
to see her adoring husband lose ail bis torturing soliei- 
tude, while he retains bis unparalleled tendemess — tbese 
are sigbts to auticipate a taste of paradise, if paradise 
bas any felicity consonant to our now ideas. 

I am most amazingly well and bearty. Since your letter 
arrived, I bave not bad an unpleasant tbougbt tbat I 
bave not driven away pellmell, as if it was a wasp near 
an open window. 

****** 

TuESDAY, Nov. 9th. — ^Tbis is Mr. William Locke's 
birtb-day ; be is bow seventeen : be came borne, witb bis 
brotbersy to keep it^ tbree days ago. May tbey ail 
be as long-lived and as bappy as tbey are now sweet and 
amiable ! Tbis sweet place is beautiful even yet^ tbough 
no longer of a beauty young and blooming^ sucb as you 
left it ; but tbe cbaracter of tbe prospect is so grand, tbat 
winter cannot annibilate its cbarms, tbougb it greatly 
diminisbes tbem. Tbe yariety of tbe grounds, and tbe 
striking form of tbe bills, always afFord sometbing new 
to observe, and retain sometbing lasting to admire. Were 
I, bowever, in a désert, people sacb as tbese would make 
it gay and cbeery. 

I am quite encbanted witb Madame de Sévigné; I 
tbink ber almost ail tbat can be wisbed to form female 
perfection. Her softness, ber fond affection, ber wit, 
sfûrit, and drollery, tbe rigbt turn of ber understanding, 
tbe gay entertainment of ber abilities, but, more tban ail, 
tbe exquisite refinement of ber quick sensibility, attacb 
me to ber as if sbe were alive, and even now in my room^ 
and permitting me to run into ber arms. 

We go on but slowly witb Captain Cook, for tbis 
syren seduces me from all otber reading ; but nothing 

t2 



Digitized by 



324 



DIARY AND LETTERS [PaRT VIIL 



can be so delightful as any reading in such society, and 
such reading as Madame de Sé?igné bas writtea would 
be delightful in any. 



From Miss F. Burncy to Mrs. Locke. 

St. Martin's Street, Nov. 14th. 

On gracions errand bent/' indeed I Dear Mr. 
Locke ! wbat a day for his benevolent excursion ! But 
he never thinks of himself, where others may be benefited 
by self-forgetfulness. May his success but make him 
recall those melancholy words I had once the pain^to hear 
him utter — 'That, though he had tried to do good, — 
from twenty shillings to some thousands, — he had never 
answered his own expectations.' " 

I was happy at the time, to hear you recollect for him 
some instances in which he had prospered, — and another 
instance, I hope, will pay his exertion of to-day. 

And now let me give my beloved Mrs. Locke a little 
history of my (no) adventures. 

I found at home my dear father,my mother, Charlotte, 
and Sarah, with two Mr. la Trobes, sons of a Moravian 
bishop, two tall, thin, black, very good sort of young 
men, whom I had never seen before, but who stayed ail 
the afternoon and evening, — probably to take off the 
strangeness of a new acquaintance. 

On Sunday Mr. Seward called; and he stayed till 
dinner— not for the same reason that kept the Mora- 
vians, but because he was dying with impatience to talk 
over a transaction which I grieve even tothink of ; and I had 
the satisfaction of hearing ail the merits and demerits of 
the cause fully discussed. I sate very uneasily, and spoke 
as little as I could : but how did I congratulate myself 
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in being spared this cruel subject at the time I should 
hâve felt it the most, by xny fortunate résidence in the 
sweetly forbearing family at Norbury ! Had I then been 
in town, while my whole heart was fiUed with sorrow and 
disturbance, I hardly know how I could haye endured 
the perpétuai canvassing in which I must have been made 
a party. To hear just blame cast upon those who are 
dear to us, — and to be checked both by truth and opinion 
from defending them, — is, at least, one of the most irk- 
some situations in the world ; especially where, as here, 
the person censured possessed a thousand good qualities 
which her censurers never could boast. Those, hovvever, 
were known to few ; her defects were seen by ail. Could 
I tell how to direct, I think I should write to her again ; 
for her heart must be strangely changed if this breach of 
ail intercourse gives her no concern. I begin to fancy 
my last letter to her miscarried. 

I had a very unpleasant moming after I left you. When 
the coach and I had waited upon my father, I made the 
visit I mentioned to you, O what a visit ! — ail that I pre- 
supposed of attack, inquiry,and acrimony, was nothing to 
what passed. Rage more intemperate I have not often 
seen ; and the shrill voice of feeble old âge, screaming 
with unavailing passion, is horrible. She had long looked 
upon Mrs. T. as a kind of protégée, whom she had 
fondied when a child» and whose famé, as she grew into 
notice, she was always proud to hear of, and help to exalt. 
She is a woman (I can well attest !) of most furious pas- 
sions herself, however at liberty she thinks she may be 
to shew no sort of mercy to those of another. 

Once, had I been less disturbed, I could have laughed ; 
for she declared with great véhémence, that if she had 
suspected ''the wretch of any intention to marry the man, 
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sbe would bave ordered her own po8tchaise, and foUowed 
her to prevent it 
Alas, poor Lady F, ! 

She tben called upon me, to bear my story ; which, 
mo8t painfuUy to myself^ I related. She expressed her- 
self very sorry for me^ till I came to an avowal of my 
letter after the marriage ; she tben âew out into new 
cboler. I am amazed you would write to her. Miss 
Bumey ! I wonder you could think of it any more 

I told her, I bad thought myself so much indebted ta 
her patiente with my opposition to ail her views and 
wisbes, for the wbole time of her long conâict, that, al- 
though I was the first to acknowledge her last action, 
indefensible, I sbould be the last to forget ail that bad 
made me love her before it was committed. 

This by no means satisfied her, and she poured forth 
again a torrent of unrelenting abuse. Some company, at 
last, came in, and I bastily took my leave. She called 
after me to fix some day for a longer visit; but I pre- 
tended not to bear, and ran down stairs, heartily resolv- 
ing that necessity alone sbould ever force me into her 
présence again. 

One lady bad come in before ; but as it was in the 
beight of our conférence, her stately violence gave her 
courage to beg sbe would walk into another room with 
Miss B — e, as she was particularly engaged ; and the 
poor lady looked as little gratified at being sent away as 
I did at being detained. 

Wben I came home— before I could get up stairs, — 
I was summoned to Miss Streatâeld^ whom I met 
with as little pleasure as Lady F., since I bad never 
seen her^ nor indeed anybody, from the time this cruel 
transaction bas been publisbed. Not that I dreaded her 
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Tiolence, for she is gentle as a lamb ; but, there were 
causes enough for dread of another nature. However^ 
fortunately and unexpectedly, she never named the sub- 
ject, butprattled away upon nothing but her own affairs; 
and so^ methinks, bave I done too, and just as if I knew 
you wished to bear them. Do you ?— I ask only for 
decency's sake. 



Diary Mesumed. 

NoBBURY Park, Sunday, Nov. 28th. — How will 
my Susan smile at sight of this date! Let me tell 
her how it bas ail happened. Last .Thursday^ Nov. 
25th^ my father set me down at Boit-court^ while he 
went on upon business. I was anxious to again see 
poor Dr. Johnson^ who bas had terrible health since bis 
return from Lichfield. He let me in, though very ill. 
He was alone, which I much rejoiced at; for I had a 
longer and more satisfactory conversation with him than 
I have had for many months. He was in rather better 
spirits, too, than I have lately seen him ; but he told me 
he was going to try what sleeping out of town might do 
for him. 

I remember," said he, that my wife, when she was 
near her end, poor woman, was also advised to sleep out 
of town ; and when she was carried to the lodgings that 
had been prepared for her, she complained that the stair- 
case was in very bad condition — for the plaster was beaten 
off the walls in many places. ^ Oh,' said the man of the 
house, ^that's nothing but by the knocks against it 
of the coffins of the poor soûls that have died in the 
lodgings !' 

He laughed, though not without apparent secret an- 
guisb, in telling me this. I felt extremely shocked, but^ 
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willing to confine my words at least to the literal story^ I 
only exclaimed against the unfeeling absurdity of such a 
confession. 

Such a confession," cried he, " to a person then com- 
ing to try his lodging for her bealth, contains, indeed^ 
more absurdity than we can well lay our account for." 

I bad seen Miss T. the day before. 

*«So," said he, «did I." 

I then said, — "Do you ever, sir, hear from her 
mother ?" 

No," cried he, nor write to her. I drive her quite 
from my mind. If I meet with one of her letters, I bum 
it instàntly. I have burnt ail I cantind. I never speak 
of her, and I désire never to hear of her more. I drive 
her, as I said, whoUy from my mind." 

Yet, wholly to change this discourae, I gave him a 
history of the Bristol milk-woman, and. told him the 
taies I had heard of her writing so wonderfuUy, though 
she had read nothing but Young and Milton ; though 
those," I continued, "could never possibly, I should 
think, be the first authors with anybody. Would children 
understand them? and grown people who have not read 
are children in literature." 

Doubtless," said he; but there is nothing so little 
comprehended among mankind as what is genius. They 
give to it ail, when it can be but a part. Genius is 
nothing more than knowing the use of tools^ but there 
must be tools for it to use : a man who bas spent ail his 
life in this room will give a very poor account of what is 
contained in the next." 

" Certainly, sir ; yet there is such a thing as invention ? 
Shakspeare could never have 'seen a Caliban." 

No ; but he had seen a man, and knew, therefore, 
how to vary.him to a monster. A man who would draw 
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a raonstrous cow^ must fîrst know what a cow commonly 
is ; or how can be tell that to give her an ass's head or au 
elephant's tusk will make her monstrous ? Suppose you 
shew me a man who is a very expert carpenter ; another 
will say he was bom to be a carpenter— -but what if he 
had never seen any wood? Let two men> one with 
genius, the other with none, look at an overturned 
waggon : — he who bas no genius^ will think of the waggon 
only as he sees it^ overturned^ and walk on; he who bas 
geniusy will paint it to himself before it was overturned^ 
— standing still, and moving on, and heavy loaded, and 
empty ; but both must see the waggon, to think of it 
at ail." 

How just and true ail this, my dear Susy ! He then 
animated, and talked on, upon this milk-woman, upon a 
once as famous shoemaker, and upon our immortal 
Shakspeare, with as much fire, spirit, wit, and truth of 
criticism and judgment, as ever yet I have heard him. 
How delightfuUy bright are his faculties, though the 
poor and infirm machine that contains them seems alarm- 
ingly giving way. 

Yet, ail brilliant as he was, I saw him growing worse, 
and offered to go, which, for the first time I ever remem- 
ber^hedid not oppose; but, most kindiy pressing both ^ 
my hands, — 

Be not," he said, in a voice of even tenderness, be 
not longer in coming again for ipy letting you go now/' 

I assured him I would be the soouer, and was running 
ofF, but he called me back, in a solemn voice, and, in 
a manner the most energetic, said, — 

" Remember me in your prayers !" 

I longed to ask him to remember me, but did not dare. 
I gave him my promise, and, very heavily indeed, I left 
him. Great^ good, and excellent that he is, how short a 
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time will be be our boast ! Ah, my dear Sasy, I see he 
is going ! This winter will never conduct him to a more 
génial seasoa here ! Elaewhere, wlio shall hope a fairer ? 
I wish I had bid him pray for me ; but it aeemed to me 
presamptooas, tbough this répétition of so kind a conde-^ 
scension might, I think, have encouraged me. Mrs. 
Lock; however, I know does it daily ; my Sasan's best 
prayers I know are always mine ; and where can I find 
two more innocent pleaders ? So God bless you both ! 



Miss Burney io Dr. Burney. 

Norbury Park, Nov. 29th, 1784. 

My dearest Sir, 

I don't Write because I have got anything to say, nor^ 
indeed, because I have got nothing to say ; for that weré 
a most woful reason for you, who are to read that 
nothing; but I write because — because — because — be- 
cause — because — because — and if that should not be 
reason adéquate» I confess I have none more forcible! 

Oh, yes, I have I Mrs. Locke is your most devoted* 
She will adhère, she says, most religiously to her pro- 
posed conditions; you shall have the best-selected, the 
sweetest-staelling, the most picturesque-formed nose- 
gays she can procure you, made up by her ovm fair hand, 
and elected by her own discriminating nose : you shall 
have as long, and as broad, and as short, and as nàrrow a 
ribbon to tie them up as you shall décide yourself, and 
she will love you not only dearly by promise, but tout de 
bon, and without chicanery. 

The housewife has not been mentioned again ; but I 
know you may command the whole fair. This sweet 
place is just as I best like it, occupied only by its proper 
inhabitants. Winter here does not sweep away ail 
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beauty^ though it deducts much from its character of 
smiling gaiety ; but the bold and majestic form of the 
surrounding hills» and the thick mass of the noble, 
though leaâess wood^ still, and throughout the whole 
yarying year^ afibrd objects sufficiently diversified to 
engage^ though not fuUy delight attention. A flat 
country is utterly desolate when ail its trees are stripped^ 
and its uninteresting extent is laid open to the disap* 
pointed eye, which wants some occasional check to stimu- 
late curiosity^ and give some play to fancy ; and this^ in 
summer, is done by every luxuriant branch. Here the 
irregularity of the ground supplies a constant Tariety, 
however variety may elsewhere regard change as itsvery 
essence ; but every new gleam of light from every fresh 
breaking or passing cloud^ so changes the point of view, 
and so métamorphoses the principal objecta from the hill 
to the valci and the wood to the plain, that much as 
summer is every where to be regretted, winter, here, has 
a thousand claims to being admired. 

I shall come home faithfuUy to my time, Saturday. 
Mrs. Locke says she is ambitious you should know she 
may be trusted. 

Mr. Locke has been himself to Mickleham, to give 
orders for the planting some trees before our captain's 
cottage^ to shelter it from the dust, and from the staring 
of the road. 

I wish Charlotte would have the kindness to give me 
a letter. I always want intolerably to hear something 
from home, by the time I have left it two days. I am 
preparing a noble folio sheet for our Susan. The 
weather is, I suppose, too bad for any intercourse with 
dear Etty. 

Adieu, dearest sir. Mr. Locke desires me to give his 
complimenta to you ; for Mrs. Locke I think I have said 
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enough. I beg my duty to my mother; and love to 
Charlotte, Dick, and Sarah, and am, dearest sir, yours 
most dutifuUy and afFectionately. 

F. B. 

I suppose to-night is the first muster of the Blue 
forces. I want to know how they perform their exer- 
cises, who are their new recruits, and if there is ever a 
déserter to keep me in countenance. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Locke. 

St. Martin's Street, Dec. 7, 1784. 
Why , poor Norbury and I are now in greater disgrâce 
than ever, To have known nothing of the Emperor and 
the Dutch, was indeed rather rustic ; to have heard no- 
thing of Lord George Gordon and his cockades, was, I 
acknowledge, somewhat defective : — but a new ignorance 
was discovered just now^ more ignominious than ail that 
preceded it ; I was informed that the Duchess of De- 
vonshire had eut the string of Mr. Blanchard's balloon ! 
I had vegetated upon a spot, unconscious that Mrs. 
Crewe had sent up a glove in it ! Oh, unaspiring Nor- 
bury ! ignorant of wars, bloodshed, and rumeurs of war ! 
Oh, clownish Norbury! stranger to the vagaries of the 
ton! 

Thursday morning. — I was called away in the 
midst of my rhodomontade, and have lost ail zest for 
pursuing it. I have been a second time to see poor 
Dr. Johnson, and both times he was too ill to admit me. 
I know how very much worse he mustbe, for when I saw 
him last, which was the morning before I went to Nor- 
bury, he repeatedly and cven earnestly begged me to 
come to him again, and to see him both as soon and as 
often as I could. I am told by Mr. Hoole, that he in- 
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quired of Dr. Brocklesby if he tfaougbt it likely he 
might live six weeks? and the Doctor's hésitation say* 
ing — No — he has been more deeply depressed than ever. 
Fearing death as he does, no one can wonder. Why he 
should fear it, ail may wonder. 

He sent me down yesterday, by a clergyman who was 
with him^ the kindest of messages^ and I hardly know 
whether I ought to go to him again or not ; though I 
know still less why I say so» for go again I both must 
and shall. One thing, his extrême déjection of mind 
considered, has both surprised and pleased me ; he has 
now constantly an amanuensis with him, and dictâtes to 
him such compositions, particularly Latin and Greek» 
as he has formerly made, but repeated to his friends 
without ever committing to paper. This, I hope, will not 
only gratify his survivors, but serve to divert him. 

The good Mr. Hoole and equally good Mr. Sastres 
attend him, rather as nurses than friends, for they sit 
whole hours by him, without even speaking to him. He 
will not, it seems, be talked to — at least very rarely. Ât 
times, indeed, he re-animates ; but it is soon over, and 
he says of himself, I am now like Macbeth, — question 
enrages me." 

My father ^aw him once while I was away, and car- 
ried Mr. Burke with him, who was désirons of paying 
his respects to him once more in person. He rallied a 
little while they were there ; and Mr. Burke, when they 
left him, said to my father — His work is almost done ; 
and well has he done it!'* 

How cheering, in the midst of thèse sad scènes and 
accounts of poor Dr. Johnson, are your words about 
your dear self and many selves I 

One of the Moravians was here again the other cven- 
ing, and was really entertaining enough, by the singular 
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simplicity of his conversation. He was brought up in 
Germany, and spent tbe greater part of hts early youth 
in roving about from place to place^ and country to 
country ; for though he had his éducation in Germany; 
he is a native of Ireland^ and his father and mother re- 
aide chiefly in England. 

Not being used/' said he, " to a family when I was 
a hoy, I always hated it ; they seemed to me only so 
xnany wasps ; for one told me I was too silent, and 
anotfaer wisfaed I would not speak so mnch, and ail of 
them found some fault or other. Bat now tiiat I am 
come home to live, and am constrained to be with them^ 
I enjoy it very much/' 

What must be the sect, and where the travelling, that 
shall un-Irish an Irishman ? 

Anotber of his confessions was this :^ 
Luckiiy for me,*' said he, have no occasion to 
speak till about two o'clock, when we dine, for that 
keeps me fresh. If I were to begin earlier, I should 
only be like skimmed milk the rest of the day/' 

As he came in between five and six o'clock^ we were 
still at dinner. My father asked him if he would join^ 
and do what we were doing? " No, sir," answered be,. 
very composedly, I have done my tea this hour/' 

# « « * * # 

F. B. 



Diaty Resumed. 

St. MAmTiN's-sTREET, Wednbsday, Dec, IOtk. — 
I went in the evening to poor Dr. Johnson. Frank told 
me he was ill, but let me in. He would have taken 
me up stairs; but I would not see him without his direct 
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permission. I desired Frank to tell him I called to pay 
my respects to him, but not to disturb him if he was not 
well enough to see me. Mr. Strahan, à clergyman, 
he said» was with him alone* 

In- a few minutes, this Mr. Strahan came to me bim- 
self. He told me Dr. Johnson was very ill, very much 
obliged to me for coming, but so weak and bad he hoped 
I would excuse his not seeing me. 

I had promised to call for Chariotte at Mr. Hoole's ; 
and tfaere I went in to tea» sure of a good réception, 
iboogh too mùch out of spirits to be wcHth one. They 
were ail at home, and their good humour and hapfû- 
ness were pleasant to behold, after sueh an unexpected 
bk)w. 

Dear, dear, and much-reverenced Dr. Johnson ! faow 

ill or how low must he be, to décline leeing a créature he 

has 80 constantly, so fondiy, calted about him I If I do 

not see him again I shall be truly afflicted. And I fear^ 

I almost know, I cannotl 

****»# 

At night my fatber Inrought us the most dismal tidings 
of dear Dr. Johnson. Dr. Warren had seen him, and 
told him to take what opium he pleased! He had 
thanked and taken leave of ail hk physicians. Alas ! — I 
slmll lose him, and be will take no leave of me ! My father 
was deeply depressed ; he has himsdf trwd in vain for ad- 
mission this week« Yet some people see him — the Hoole8> 
Mr. Sastres, Mr. Langton ; — but then they must be in 
the house, watching for one moment, whole hours. I 
hear from every one he is now perfectly resigned to fais 
approachiag fate, and no longer in terror of death, I 
am tbankfuUy hnffj in hearing that he speaks himsetf 
now of the change his mind has undergone, from its 
dark borror, and says^^ He feels the înadiation of 
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hope!" Good; and pious^ and excellent Christian — who 
shall feel it if not he,? 

Dec. IIth. — We had a party to dinner^ by long ap- 
pointaient, for which^ indeed, none of us were weli dis- 
posed, the appréhension of hearing news only of death 
being hard upon us alL The party was, Dr. Rose, Dr* 
Oillies, Dr. Garthshore, and Charles. 

The day could not be well — bat mark the night 

My father, in the moming, saw this first of men ! I 
had not his accounf till bed-time ; he feared over-exciting 
me. He would not, he said, but havè seen him Sot 
worlds ! He happened to be better, and admitted him. 
He was up, and very composed. He took his hand very 
kindly, asked after ail his family, and then, in particular, 
faow Fanny did ? 

" I hope," he said, " Fanny did not take it amiss that 
I did not see her? I was very bad !" 

Amiss ! — ^what a word ! Oh that I had been présent 
to have answered it ! My father stayed, I suppose, half 
an hour, and then was coming away. He again took 
his hand, and encouraged him to corne again to him ; 
and when he was taking leave, said — " Tell Fanny to 
pray for me!'* 

Ah ! dear Dr. Johnson ! might I but have your 
prayers ! After which, still grasping his hand, he made 
a prayer for himself, — the most fervent, pious, humble^ 
éloquent, and touching, my father says, that ever was 
composed. Oh, would I had heard it! He ended it 
with Amen ! in which my fathèr joined, and was echoed 
by ail présent. And again, when my father was leayiog 
him, he brightened up, something of his arch look re- 
iumed, and he said — I think I shall throw the bail at 
Fanny yet !" 

Little more passed ère my father came away, decided. 
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tnost tenderly^ not to tell me this till our party was 
gone. 

This most earnestly increased my désire to see him ; 
this kind and fréquent mention of me melted me into 
double sorrow and regret. I would give the world I 
had but gone to him tbat day! It was, however 
impossible, and the day was over before I knew he 
had said what I look upon as a call to me. This 
morning, after church time, I went. Frank said he 
was very ill, and saw nobody; I told him I had under- 
stood by my father the day before that he meant to see 
me. He then let me in. I went into his room up 
stairs ; he was in his bedroom. I saw it crowded, and 
ran hastily down. Frank told me his master had 
refused seeing even Mr. Langton. I told him merely 
to say I had called, but by no means to press my 
admission* His own feelings were ail that should be 
consulted; his tenderness, I knew, would be equal, 
whether he was able to see me or not. 

I went into the parlour, preferring being alone in the 
cold, to any company with a fire. Hère I waited long> 
here and upon the stairs, which I ascended and de- 
scended to meet again with Frank, and make inquiries; 
but I met him not. At last, upon Dr. Johnson's ringing 
his bell, I saw Frank enter his room, and Mr. Langton 
follow. ''Who*s that?" I heard him say; they an- 
fiwered, " Mr. Langton," and I found he did not return. 

Soon after, ail the rest went away but a Mrs. Davis» a 
good sort of woman, whom this truly charitable soul had 
sent for to take a dinner at his house. I then went and 
waited with her by the fire : it was, however, between 
three and four o'clock before I got any answer. Mr. 
Langton then came himself. He could not look at 
me, and I tumed away from him. Mrs. Davis asked 

VOL. n. z 
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how the Doctor was? " Going on to death very fast I'' 
was bis moumfal answer. Has he taken^" said she^ 

anything ?" Nothing at ail ! We carried him some 
bread and milk — he refused it, and said — ' The less the 
bettery^ She asked more questions, by w.hich I found 
his faculties were perfect, fais mind composed, and his 
dissolution was quick drawing on. 

*«*#♦* 

I could not immediately go on, and it is now long 
since I bave written at ail; but 1 will go back to 
this afflicting thème, which I can now better bear. 

Mr. Langton was, I believe, a quarter of an hour in 
the room before I suspected he meant to speak to me, 
never looking near me. Ât last he said — 

This poor man, I understand, ma'am, desired yes- 
terday to see you." 

My understanding that, sir, brought me to-day." 
Poor man ! it is pity he did not know himself 
better, and that you should bave had this trouble." 

Trouble !" cried I ; "I would corne a hundred 
times to see him the hundredth and first !" 

" He hopes, now, you will excuse him ; he is very sorry 
not to see you ; but he desired me to come and speak to 
you myself, and tell you he hopes you will excuse him» 
for he feels himself too weak for such an interview." 

I bastily got up, left him my most affectionate respects, 
and every good wish I could half utter, and ran back to 
the coach. Ah, my Susy ! I bave never been to Boit- 
court since! I then drove to poor Miss Strange, to 
make inquiries of the maid ; but Andrew ran out to 
the coach door, and told me ail hope was at an end. 
In short, the next day was fatal to bothl — ^the same 
day ! 
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Dec. 20th. — ^This day was the ever-honoured, ever- 
lamented Dr. Johnson committed to the earth. Oh, how 
sad a day to me ! My father attended, and se did 
Charles. I could not keep my eyes dry ail day ; nor can 
I now, in the recoUecting it ; but let me pass over wfaat 
to moum is now so vain I ^ 

I had the good fortune at night of a sweet letter from 
my dearest Susy; that, and another from my Fredy, 
were alone able to draw me from this mournful day's 
business. 

Thursday, Dec. 30th. — As I was engaged for this 
evening at Mrs. Chapone's, I found it necessary to call 
upon two or three people in the morning, lest my going 
thither^ after so long a sécession, should give offence. I 
went first to Lady Mary Duncan, who is but lately corne 
from Bath. She was very gracious» and, as usual, very 
diverting. I then went to Lady F. B., and had another 
painful conférence. Then I went to Mrs. Vesey, with 
whom I spent an hour very sociably, and she gave me great 
pleasure by shewlng me a letter from Mrs, Allison, late 
Miss Gregory, who is married very happily, though not 
richly, and with the world's approbation, though against 
Mrs. Montagu's. She would have kept me to dinner, 
very kindly ; but I could not stay. I then left a card for 
Sophy Streatfield, and came home. 

In the evening, I went to Mrs. Chapone. I was late, 
on account of the coach, and ail her party was assem- 
bled. Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Levison, her daughter, 
Mrs. Burrows, Mrs. Amy Burrows, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pepys, Lady Rothes, Sir Lucas Pepys, young Burrows, 
Mr. Sandford, a young sea*officer, Mrs. Ord, and Miss 
Ord, her cousin. 

This was the first time I had seen any of them, except 
z2 
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Mrs. Ord, since last spring, I was received mth the 
utmost kindDess by them all, but chiefly by Mrs. 
Cbapone berself, wbo bas really, I believe^ a sincère re- 
gard for me. I had talk with ail of them^ except Mrs. 
Levison, witb wbom I bave merely a courtesying ac- 
quaintance. But I was very sad witbin; tbe loss of 
dear Dr. Jobnson — tbe fiigbt of Mrs. Tbrale — tbe death 
of poor Miss Kitty Cambridge^ and of poor^ good Miss 
Strange, — ail thèse borne and bosom strokes, wbicb bad 
ail struck me since my last meeting tbis society, were re- 
volving in my mind tbe wbole time I stayed. 

Sir Lucas Pepys talked to me a great deal of Mrs. 
Thrale^ and read me a letter from ber^ wbicb seems to 
sbew ber gay and bappy. I bope it sbews not false 
colours. No one else named ber; but poor Dr. Johnson 
was discussed repeatedly. How melancboly will ail 
thèse circumstances render tbese once so pleasant meet- 
ings. 

Dec. 31 st. — I called early upon my dear Mrs. 
Delany, wbo was just corne to town^ as Mrs. Boscawen 
told me the nigbt before; but she was not up, and I 
could not see ber. Ând wbere did I spend tbe rest oi. 
the day? With the sweet Locks, in Upper Brook-street. 
I went to wait their arrivai, witb tbeir dear little girls, 
and I stayed with them till bed-time. Dear, charming 
-people I bow did tbey soothe my troubled mind. I bad 
felt nothingso like peace since I left them ; and tbis real 
pleasure, with an exerted suppression of sadness, gave us 
ail, I bebeve, an equally pleasant day. You may think 
how I must be guarded there — there, wbere I can sbew 
no sorrow tbat will not instantly spread to tbemselves. 
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Miss Burney to Miss 



« * * * * 



St. Martin*s Street, Jan. 8rd, 1785. 



* 



* 



' Your and my beloved Mrs. Delany I have not yet 
been able to see, though we are now both inhabitants of 
this dark and busy city." I heard on Thursday of her 
arrivai, from Mr. Sandford, the seaiuan, whom I met at 
Mrs. Chapone's, and the next moming early I hastened 
to St. James's Place. I was anxious to catch hcr alone, 
that I might enjoy what is so precious to me — her own 
conversation, unmixed, unintetruped, I had almost said 
unadulterated, by casual visitors and miscellaneous talk; 
but I fancy, by my ill success, my plan was too selfish. 
She had been tired the day before, and was not stirring. 
Mrs. Astley, however, assured me she was pretty well, 
and I have heard, from Mrs. Boscawen, that she is in 
.excellent spirits ; and her spirits, we know, enliven ail 
around her, though their vivacity is so gentle that they 
could not oppress even a mourner in the deepest afflic- 
tion — if, indeed, such a one could be présent and her 
spirits not sink into similar sadness. 

I am sure my dear M * * * * will give me a little 
share of concem for the loss of my great, good, and 
highly reverenced friend, Dr. Johnson. My loss/ indeed. 
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vvhere a whole nation has cause to mourn, it seems almost 
impertinent to mention ; yet, immaterial as it is in so 
wide and gênerai a regret, I do not feel it the less for 
knowing it to be universal. You can now only know 
him in his works ; and, perhaps, from his character of 
harshness and severity, you may think you could there 
alone know him to any advantage. But had you been 
presented to him, you would not bave found that the 
case. He was always indulgent to the young, he never 
attacked the unassuming, nor meant to terrify the diffi- 
dent. I prétend not, however, to vindicate his temper, 
nor to justify his manners; but his many and essential 
virtues and excellences made ail who were much con- 
nected with him rather grieve at his defects than resent 
them, — grieve, indeed, to see how much remains to be 
pardoned, even where there is most to be applauded and 
admired I 

Considérations such as thèse, though they sadly lessen 
our expectations of human perfection, may yet be ex- 
tremely useful in increasing our lenity for its frailty in 
others, and our vigilance for guarding against it in our- 
selves. 

Our all-amiable Mrs. Delany seems to me to bave 
thèse two reâections ever uppermost, and to owe to them 
chiefiy the benevolence that makes her so pleasing to 
otbers, and the purity that makes her so valuable in her- 
self. Need I say to my dear M * * * * * how edifying an 
example ? Oh, no ! no one is more watchfully awake to 
ail her virtues. You bave constantly before you what- 
ever is most worthy to be imitated. Sweet and happy 
plant ! long may you thrive, and long may those who 
rear rejoice in your fragrance ! 

To one of your cultivators, I beg to présent my best 
respects ; to the other, I hope personally to pay them 
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very speedily. A very happy new year to you and your 
fireside. I am, my dear M ***** 's sincerely affec- 
tionate friend, F. B. 



[Few jouroals or letters written in the beginning of 
this year have been preserved. During the spring of 
1785, Dr. Burney and fais daughter became acquainted 
with the celebrated Madame de Genlis^ who was then, for 
the first time, ia England, and who warmly, and with 
predetermined partiality, sought the friendship of Miss 
Burney." The following brief mehtion of her is in 
a letter to Mrs. Phillips, dated July Uth, 1785.] 

St. Martin's Street. 
I have been this whole morning with Madame de 
Genlis, the sweetest as well as most accomplished 
Frenchwoman I ever met with. Were my time and 
mind more disengaged, I would send you an account of 
her, highly interesting both for you and Mr. and Mrs» 
Locke ; but I have neither leisure nor spirits for jour- 
nalizing." 

[A note from Madame de Genlis was long preserved 
as a mémorial of so attractive a person.] 

Madame de Genlis to Miss Burney^ 

Ce Vendre^, 15 Juillet» I78ô* 
Combien j'ai été fâchée, ma chère amie, de n'avoir pu 
jouir du plaisir de vous recevoir ; mais je dinois avec des 
personnes qu'il m'etoit impossible de quitter. Receve:^ 
tous mes remercimens du précieux présent que vous 
m'avez fait, et chargez vous d'exprimer à monsieur votre 
père toute la reconnoissance que je lui dois. Je sais 
combien son ouvrage est estimable; il sera pour moi 
doublement intéressant, et je me flatte que vous en 
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devinerez facilement la raison. Je pars dans l'instant 
pour Oxford ; adieu ma chère amie ; n'oubliez pas <^ue 
vous avez pris l'engagement de m*aimer. Pour moi, je 
vous aime depuis l'instant où j'ai lu Evelina et Cecilia, 
et le bonheur de vous entendre et de vous connôitre per- 
sonnellement, a rendu ce sentiment aussi tendre qu'il est 
bien fondé. 

[The acquaintance, however, was not kept up. Tfaey 
were not at this time thrown in each other's way, and 
afterwards, such taies, whether true or false, were forced 
into the unwilling ears of Miss Bumey, that, to use her 
own words, notwithstanding the most ardent admiration 
of Madame de Genlis' talents, and a zest yet greater for 
herengaging society and elegantly lively and winning 
manners, she yet dared no longer come within the 
precincts of her fascinating allurements." — " In France^ 
equally, she felt compelled to keep aloof, though most 
reluctantly."] 



Miss F, Burney io Dr. Burney. 

St. James's Place, August 24tb, 178â. 

I have been very much alarmed, dearest Sir, thèse 
last four days, by a feverish attack which dear Mrs. De- 
lany bas suffered. Unfortunately none of her physical 
assistants were in town; however, she is now, thank 
Heayen ! recovering, and if there is no relapse, will soon, 
I hope, be well. 

I must tell you, dearest Sir, a taie conceming her, 
which I am sure you will hear with true pleasure. 
Among the many inferior losses which have been included 
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in her great and irréparable calamity,* bas been that of 
a country bouse for tbe summer, wbicb sbe had in Bul- 
strode, and wbicb for tbe balf of every year was her 
constant borne; Tbe Duke of Portland bebaved with 
tbe utmost propriety and feebng upon tbis occasion*, and 
was most eamest to accommodate ber to tbe best of bis 
power, witb every comfort to wbicb sbe bad been accus- 
tomed ; but tbis noblest of women declared sbe loved 
tbe memoryofber friend beyond ail otber tbings, and 
would not suffer it to be tainted in tbe misjudging 
worid by an action tbat would be construed into a 
reflection upon ber will, as if déficient in considération 
to ber. " And I will not," said sbe to me, " suffer tbe 
cbildren of my dearest friend to suppose tbat tbeir motber 
left undone anytbing sbe ougbt to have done. Sbe did 
not; I knew ber best, and I know sbe did wbat sbe was 
sure I sbould most approve." Sbe steadily, therefore, 
refused ail oflFers, tbougb made to ber witb even painful 
eamestness, and tbougb solicited till ber refusai became 
a distress to berself. 

This transaction was related, I believe, to tbeir 
Majesties ; and Lady Weymoutb, tbe Ducbess's eldest 
daugbter, was commissioned to wait upon Mrs. Delany 
with tbis message: — Tbat tbe Queen was extremely 
anxious about ber bealtb, and rery apprebensive lest 
continuing in London during tbe summer sbould be pi*e- 
judicial to it: sbe entreated.ber, therefore, to accept a 
bouse belonging to tbe King at Windsor, wbicb sbe 
sbould order to be fitted up for ber immediately ; and 
sbe desired Lady Weymoutb to give ber time to consider 
tbis proposai, and by no means to burry lier ; as well as 
to assure ber, tbat bappy as it would make ber to bave 

* The death of the Duchess Dowager of Portland. 
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one she so sincerely esteemed for a neighbour^ she should 
remember ber situation, and promise not to be trouble- 
some to ber. The King, at the same time, desired to be 
allowed to stand to the additional expenses incurred by 
the maintenance of two bouses, and that Mrs. Delany 
would accept from him £800 a year. 

It would be needless to tell you bow Mrs. Delany was 
touched by this benevolence ; for no créature bas beard 
it without émotion, and I am sure my dear father will 
not be the first. Yet she dreaded accepting what she 
feared would involve ber in a n^ course of life, and 
force her into notice and connexions she wished to drop 
or avoid. She took the time the Queen so considerately 
gave her for délibération, and she consulted with some of 
her old friends. They ail agreed there must be no re- 
fusai, and, after many circumstances too long for writing, 
though otherwise well worth knowing, Lady Weymouth 
was made the messenger of her Majesty's oflFer being 
accepted. 

The house, therefore, is now fitting up, and the King 
sees after the workmen himself. 

A few days ago, Miss Planta was sent from the 
Queen, with very kind inquiries after Mrs. Delany's 
health, and information that she would receive a sum- 
mons very soon. She told her, also, that as the house 
might still require a longer time in préparation than 
would suit Mrs. Delany to wait in London, the Queen 
faad ordered some apartments in the Castle, which lately 
belonged to Prince Edward, to be got ready with ail 
speed, that she might réside in them till ber own house 
was finished. 

. This is the state of her affairs. I am now with her 
entirely. At first I slept at home; but going after 
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supper, and coming before breakfast, was inconvénient, 
and she bas therefore contrived me a bed-room. 

When sbe sets off for Windsor, Mr. Locke wili be so 
kind as to send bis carnage for me to return to Norbury. 
But now, if the coach should continue atthattimein 
town, and unemployed, would there be any hann in my 
ttsing it to make a visit to Twickenham ? Charlotte 
will mnch oblige me by a yes or no to this question. 

I hope everybody is quite well at Chesington, and I 
beg my duty, love, and compliments, with proper pro« 
priety, may be delivered. " To be sure," you will say, 

I bave nothing else to do." 

The milk-woman's ungrateful taie I bave heard con- 
firmed, and that is ail (and a very bad ail) the news I 
bave heard since I came. Adieu, dearest Sir; I bave 
good accounts from Norbury, and Mi^. Delany charges 
me with her kind compliments to you. I hope James 
brought back Baron Tott. 

Most affectionately and dutifuUy yours^ 

F. B. 

Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Phillips. 

St. James*s Place, August 25th, l7d5. 
My most dear Susan's letter is this moment arrired» 
just as I was preparing to write to her without so kind 
aa inducement You are right in concluding me en* 
tirely under this roof. My plans are lying in wait for 
Mrs. Delany's, which dépend upon her summons from 
the Queen, and her ability to obey it. She is far from 
well, and unfit at présent to remove. But Miss Cam- 
bridge eamestly claims my long-given promise, and I 
bave sent her the situation of tbings. She is very good^ 
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and yery affisctionate, and very sincère, and I will cer-» 
tainly go to her for one night and day. 

I am by no means at ease about my revered Mrs. 
Delany. Dr. Turton bas been witb ber. He says she 
bas a tbrusb, and says, too, by tbe state be finds her 
in, tbat wbat sbe must bave sufFered is very great indeed. 
Sweet soûl ! I bave ail along dreaded s(Hne sucb effect, 
from tbe constraint sbe bas imposed upon ail ber feel- 
ings. I would not but be bere for tbe world. I draw 
ber from so bard and dangerous a self-set task, witb ail 
tbe vigilance in my power ; and to me, wbenever we are 
quite alone, sbe now unburtbens ber loaded beart, and 
allows ber tears some vent. And to see tbem upon ber 
vénérable cbeeks calls fortb mine, as if tbe friend sbe 
laments had been equally dear to myself. It is, indeed, 
tbe most toucbing spectacle tbat can be bebeld. 

As I told my dear Susan some melancboly circum- 
stances relative to tbe examination we are making of ber 
papers, let me not forget to mention tbat sbe is taken 
by surprise witb respect to tbose, but employs me by 
<lesign to searcb for ail sbe tbinks I can receive enter- 
tainment from; and I bave met witb a tbousand both 
amusing and instructive tbings in tbe course of tbe 
gênerai survey. 

Tbe Queen sent a message tbe otber day to tell 
Mrs. Delany, tbat as ber own bouse would still require 
a week or two, sbe bad ordered apartments to be pre- 
pared for ber in tbe Castle. 

If she does but recover ber strength, bonours and 
favours sucb as thèse, to ber grateful and most loyal 
beart) will prove, I am sure, very pleasant. 

She préserves, indeed, in tbe midst of affliction, a 
disposition to bappiness, tbat makes ber tbankfully ac- 
cept wbatever is put in ber way, to lead her back to it. 
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She repuises no attempt even ai gaiety^ and delights in 
nothing so much as in seeing her sweet nièce in hîgh 
spirits. I lalk to her often of Norbury, and she always 
hcars me with pleasure. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Locke. 

St. James's Place, August 29, 1785* 

How is my beloved Fredy? and can she forgive her 
most defective, most déficient, but most grateful corre- 
spondent ? — for grateful, indeed, more than ever, I have 
felt, when your dear letters have corne to hand ; — and, to 
confess the truth, most blank and disappointed looked 
the breakfast-table this morning, when not a wofd from 
sweet Norbury gave a zest to its fare. Don*t think me 
too confident, my Fredy; 'tis your indulgence has 
spoiled me, if spoiled I am ; and certain it is I build, 
whether I will or not, upon hearing from you very 
often, however little I call for your letters by my own. 
And yet, when they come, a strong sensé how ill I have 
earned them, makes me fancy I scarcely expected them. 
But the moment they cease their kind frequency, I find, 
by my chagrin, that my wishes had in fact been my 
law. 

My dear Mrs, Delany has gone on mending gra- 
dually ever since I wrote last. She is employing me, 
when able, to look over her papers : 'tis to me a sacred 
task, for she cannot read what she is trusting me with. 
Sometimes, with a magnifying glass, sho examines, first, 
if what she is giving me is some manuscript of secrecy, 
with respect to the aiFairs or character of her friends ; 
and as a word suffices to inform her, she destroys, un- 
read, whatever is of that sort. But this^ though a busi- 
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ness she wishes to have done, produces letters and 
memoranduras too afFecting for her spirits. Yet she 
never, but by persuasion, leaves ofF ; she seems bent 
upon subduing all émotions but those that might give 
pain to others by their suppression. I frequently court 
her to sadness, for her exertions make me tremble more 
than her tears ; yet those, when they do fall, I can 
hardly, indeed, with all her example before my eyes^ 
bear to look at. 

Just now we have both of us been quite overset. In 
examining some papers in a pocket-book, sheopened one 
with two leaves dried in it ; she held them a little while 
in silence, but very calmly, in her hand, yet as some- 
thing I saw she highly prized : she then bade me read 
what was written on the envelope; — ^it was, I think, 
thèse words — **Two leaves picked at Balsover, by the 
Duchess of Portland and myself, in September, 1756, 
the 20th year of our most intimate and dear friendship." 
I could hardly read to her the last words, and, upon 
hearing them, for a little while she sunk. But I has- 
tened, the moment I could, to other less interesting 
papers, ^nd she forced her attention to them with a 
strength of résolution that makes me honour as much as 
I love her. 

To me alone, she kindly says, she gives way to any 
indulgence of sorrow ; she fears being misunderstood 
and thought repining by most others ; and, indeed, the 
rest of . her friends spending with her bût a short time, 
she thinks it her duty to study their comfort, by appeariug 
composed to them. Mine, she justly and sweetly sees, 
can only be studied by what is most relief to herself. 
The nobleness of her mind can never have had such op- 
portunity of displaying itself as during this last month ; 
and in the numberless instances in which it now ap- 
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pears, she seems already raised to that heigbt I am siîll 
selfishiy trying to keep her from yet reaching. 

AU our moTements are at présent uncertain; her 
Windsor house is still xinfinished, but I suppose it will 
be fit for her réception by the beginning of next week, 
and I bave the happiest reasons for hoping she will then 
be fit for it herself. Her maid bas been to see what for- 
wardness it is in, and this was her report: — She was 
ordered to wait upon. Miss Goldsworthy, by the King's 
direction, who beard of her being sent to inspect the 
hoase ; and there she reoeÎTed commands, in the name 
of both King and Queen, to see that Mrs. Delany 
brought with her nothing but herself and clothes, as they 
insisted upon fitting up her habitation with everytbing 
themselves, including not only plate, china, glass, and 
linen, but even ail sort of stores — ^wine, sweetmeats, 
pickles, &c., &c. Their eamestness to save her every 
care, and give her every gratification in their power, is 
truly benevolent and amiable. They seem to know and 
feel her worth as if they had never worn crowns, or, 
wearing, annexed no value to tfaem. 

I bave just written to Mrs. Walsingharo, to apologize 
for my long forbearaûce of that satisfaction, and to talk 
of Thames Ditton. I was informed, the other day, by 
Mr. Walpole, that she is going, or gone, to see the lakes 
in the North, with Mrs. Garrick and Miss More. — Mrs. 
Delany had sent for Mr. Walpole, to retum him a pic- 
ture of her uncle Lansdowne» which he had lent her to 
get copied ; and I never knew him so entertaining, for 
he exerted himself to the utmost to amuse my dear 
friend, who accepted bis attempts with a grâce and 
sweetness that encouraged them, and gave double poig- 
nancy to ail bis anecdotes. 

I will not eay, forgive me that I talk of her so much-: 
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who can I talk of so fitted to my dear Freddy'a ear ? I 
only wish I had time to acquaint you with everythin^ 
tbat belongs to her^ and everything that passes. 

F. B. 

Miss F. Bumey to Dr. Burney. 

Norbury Park, Sept. 24th, 1785. 

I HOPE^ dearest sir, you are qaite well^ but I long a 
little to know how you ail go on. 

Mr. Locke fetcbed me himself from Twickenham on 
Wednesday. I bad tbe pleasure of passing one day 
wbile there with Mr. Hastings, who came to dine with 
Mr. Cambridge. I was extremely pleased^ indeed^ with 
the extraordinary plainness and simplicity of bis man- 
ners, and the obliging openness and intelligence of bis 
communication. He talked of India, when tbe subject 
^as led tO; with the most unreserved readiness^, yet was 
never the hero of bis own taie, but simply the narrator of 
such' anecdotes or descriptions as were called for^ or as 
fell in naturally with other topics. 

Mr. Wm. Locke goes on with painting^ in a manner 
equally rap^d in success with bis drawing. He bas just 
finished a female head> from an idea rather than a repré- 
sentation of bis sister Amelia^ which is^ I think, nearly 
the most beautiful portrait I ever saw. He is now about 
a drawing, from a Venetian stoiy, of a son, who bas been 
tmjustly condemned to banishment and imprisonment by 
tbe senate, in the action of taking bis last leave of bis 
unhappy father and mother. I bave not yet seen what 
he bas done in it, but am told bis first sketch is won- 
^lerfally striking. 

I long to know what you think of our dear Dr. John- 
4son's méditations; and if you do not^ in the midst of 

VOL. II. A A 
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;what you will wish unpublished^ see stronger. thaa ever 
the purity of his principles and character, and only.la^* 
ment that effusions should be given to the world that are 
too artless to be suited to it. 

Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Gast. 

Norbury Park, Nov. 14th, 1785. 

Can you, dear madam, after a silence so long, bear to 
receive a letter from me, that bas no other motive for 
being written than a wish to inquire after your health, 
and an anxiety to solicit your pardon for not sooner 
thanking you for the kind letter with which you last 
favoured me ? 

I am happy to find we thought so exactly alike with 
respect to my most beloved friend, your honoured and 
truly incomparable brother. As to bis Virginia/'* I be- 
lieve, indeed, it was bis wish and intention that every- 
thing belonging to it should rest in silence and quiet, till 
they finally sunk into oblivion. With me nothing can, 
that ever belonged to him ; but I shall keep ail the papers 
with which you bave so kindiy entrusted me, wholly to 
myself. 

I bave great pleasure in telling you, dear madam, that 
our good Kitty Cooke is evidently restored to some share 
of her natural, though long lost cheerfulness. Her spirits,. 
however, bave received a shock which they can never 
wholly recover ; nor can I wonder, when I consider how 
every way irréparable is the loss she bas sustained, and 
when I feel that, with the innumerable blessings witli 

* A tragedy, by Mr. Crisp, which had been produced at Drury- 
lane^theatre by Garrick, with moderate success. It was printed 
in 1754. 
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which I am myself .encompassed, - scarce a day passes in 
which I donotlament^him, and not an incident happens 
to me that I do not long to communicate.to him. My 
confidence in him was one of the greatest sources of my 
happiness; his wisdom and his kindness made my un- 
bounded .trust at once my pleasure and my profit. He 
thought no occasion too trifling to be consulted upon ; 
and I thought none too important to be governed in 
whoUy by his advice. I hardly ever could tell whether 
I most loved or. admired him, for my révérence for his 
abilities always kept pace with my affection for his vir- 
tues. Unconscious of his own superiority, he used fre- 
quently to apprehend that when I went more into the 
world; my regard for him. would weaken. But, even if 
my nature had been of so ungrateful a texture, (which I 
must hope is not the case) he would still bave had no- 
thing to fear ; for where could I go to meet friendship 
more sincère ? and whom could I see to inspire a more 
deserved return ? 

You will forgive me, I hope — I know, indeed, you will 
forgive me — for entering so largely upon this subject ; for 
though you have looked too far and too clearly to suffer 
your affliction to overpower you, I am sure your best be- 
loved on earth will ever be uppermost in your thoughts, 
and the grateful justice done his honoured memory by 
her whom you so truly call his favourite adopted child^ 
cannot be offensive to you. 

Captain Frodsham and his amiable lady and their 
family are, I hope, better than when you were so good as 
to Write last. I beg my best compliments when you see 
them. 

I am now at the house of a friend, Mr. Locke, who lives 
only six miles from Chesington^ and whose many similar 
excellences, both of head and heart, make me frequently 
A a2 
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regret that he knew not what a treasure was in his neigh- 
bourbood. Mr. Crisp could not, with ail his perse* 
vering love of retirement, haverejected the acquaintance 
of a man so nobly worthy his attention and regard, and 
ivhose own good and great qualities would bave taugbt 
bim the value of our beloved bermit's. His lady, too, the 
fair partner of his worth as well as affection, being no fine 
lady, but, on the contrary, the pattern of all that is ami- 
able and lovely in woman, would have conquered una- 
voidably my dear daddy's secluding spirit But it would 
bave made me, perhaps, too happy here, to bave been 
allowed the friendship I now expérience from this admir* 
able family, while my first and best friend, out of my 
own house, was still spared me. 

I remain, dear madam, your obliged and 

affectionately obedient servant, 

F. BURNEY. 

Journal resumed. 
Addressed to her Fdther and Sister. 

Windsor, November, 1785,— As you don't quite 
baie one another, you will not, I hope, hate me, for 
coupling you in my journal. It will be impossible for 
me to Write separate accounts of any length or satis- 
faction, so I crave your joint permissions to address 
you together. And now, [this settled, I have only ta 
beg of Fortune some events worth recording, and only 
to remind my dear father it is my misfortune, not 
fault, if they will not bappen ; his misfortune, too, I 
grant, should he have but common nothings to read. 
As to Susanna, I heed her not, for she bas been in that 
practice all her life, when we have been separated* 
Well, then,— . 
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Saturday, Nov. 25th. — I got to Hounslow almost 
at the same moment with Mrs. AsUey, my dear Mrs. Def- 
lany's maid, who was sent to meet me. Âs soon as she 
had satisfied my inquiries concerning her lady, she was 
eager to ioform me that the Queen had drunk tea with 
Mrs. D. the day before, and had asked when I shpuld 
corne, and heard the time ; and that Mrs. Delany believed 
she would be with her again that evening, and désire to 
see me. 

This was rather fidgetting intelligence. I rather, in 
my own mind, thought the Queen would prefer giving 
me the first evening alone with my dear old friend. 

I found that sweet lady not so well as I had hoped, 
and strongly affected by afflicting recollections at sight 
of me. With ail her gentleness and résignation, bursts 
of sorrow break from her still, whenever we are alone 
together; and with ail her gratitude and ail her real 
fondness for the Queen, her suffering heart moans inter* 
nally its irréparable loss ; for the Duchess of Portland 
was a bosom friend-— a Tery Susan to her. 

The Queen herself is most sensible of this, and while 
she tries, by ail the means in her power, to supply the 
place of the lamented Duchess of Portland, she is the 
ifirst to observe and to forgive the impossibility of a full 
auccess; indeed, the circumstances I am continually 
hearing of her sweetness and benevolence make me more 
than ever rejoice she has taken my dear Mrs. Delany 
under her immédiate protection. 

Miss P , who is a truly lovely girl, receiyed me 

with her usual warmth of joy, and was most impatient 
to whisper me that ail the Princesses intended to come 
and see me." She is just at the âge to doat upon an 
ado, and nothing so mucb delights her as the thought 
of my présentations. 
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My dear Mrs. Delany^ meanwhile» fearful of occasion- 
ing the smallest embarrassment, gaTC me no hiut of a.ny 
design to notice me, but only told me things of tfae 
Queen, that could not but make it my own wish to see 
her in her private conduct, life^ and demeanour. ; i 

I did well^ it seems, to be the champion of Madame 
de Genlis ; for Miss P— - tells me Madame de G. spoke 
of me to the Queen in tenus the most extraordinary, and 
iftrhich the Queen has repeated to Mrs. Delany, and 
wbich, when we meet, perhaps I may tell,— but on paper, 
this hint, methinks, is pretty well. 

Mrs. Delany acquainted me that the Queen, in their 
first interview, upon her coming to this house, said to 
her, " Why did not you bring your friend Miss Bumey 
•with you î" 

' My dear Mrs. Delany was very much gratified by 
such an attention to whatever could be thought interest- 
ing to her, but, with her usual propriety, answered that, 
in coming to a house of her Majesty's, she could not 
présume to ask anybody without immédiate and express 
permission. " The King, however," she added, made 
the very same inquiry when I saw him next«" 

SuNDAY, Nov. 26th. — So now the royal encounters, 
for a while at least, are out of ail question. Nobody 
came last night, though Mrs. Delany I saw, and Miss 
P^— I heard, in continuai expectation ; but this morn- 
ing, Mr. Battiscombe, apothecary to the : household, 
called, and said that an express arrived from Germany 
yesterday afternoon, with an account of the death of the 
Queen's youngest brother. 

The Queen, whose domestic virtues rise upon me every 
hôur, is strongly attached to ail her family, and in much 
affliction at this news ; for though this brother was quite 
a boy when she left Germany, he has twice been to visit 
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ber in England. None ôf tbe Royal Family will appear 
till the mournÎDg takes place ; the Queen^ perhaps, may 
shut herself up still longer. 

Afterwards came Lady Louisa Clayton, wbo bad dined 
ai the Queen's Lodge^ wbere sbe often attends in tbe: 
place of ber sister^ Lady Charlotte Fincb, wbose ill 
bealtb makes ber frequently require assistance in ber 
office of govemess. The Queen^ sbe said, bad been ex»^ 
pecting tbis ill news some time, though sbe beard it with 
great grief. 

Lady Louisa is very earnest to oblige Mrs* Delany, 
and most cirilly offered ber an apartment for me in ber 
bouse, if tbe single spare bed in tbis sbould be at ail 
wanted by any of ber nephews ; desiring that no circum- 
stance of that sortmigbt basten my leaving Windsor a 
moment sooner tban^I was obliged to go. 

Some time after, while I was writing to my dear father 

about my mouming, Miss P jumped into my room. 

Oh, Miss Burney î you must come tbis moment I 
Here's a gentleman bere wants to see you, and be saya 
be bas danced with you." 

I could not conceive wbo tbis might be, but sbe would 
not let me rest till I went into tbe dining-room, and' 
tfaere wbo sbould I find but Dr. Lind, wbo might, per- 
baps, bave been my partner at Mr. Bremner's Twelfth^ 
Night bail. • He asked very mucb after my father» and 
invited me to see bis curiosities ; which invitation I sball 

be glad to accept, as will Miss . :Heis married and 

setUed bere, and foUows, as mucb as he can get practice, 
bis profession; but bis taste for tncks, conundrums, and- 
queer tbings, makes people fearful of bis trying experi-- 
ments upon tbeir constitutions, and tbink bim a better' 
conjurer than physician ; though I don't know wby tbe 
same man sbould not be botb. , 
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At night, quite incog., quite alone» and quite privately^ 
the King came, and was shut up with Mrs. Delany for 
an hour. It is out of rule for any of the family to be 
seen till in mouming, but he knew she was anxious for 
an account of the Queen. I had a very narrow escape of 
being surprised by him, which would have vexed me, as 
he only meant to see Mreu Delany by herself, though 
she says he told her he was very glad to hear I was 
oome. 

TuESDAY, Nov. 29th. — My dear Mrs. Delany was 
ill yesterday, and to«day she has been much worse. The 
Queen sent to ask her to the Lodge, bat she was obliged 
to be blooded, and seemed so full of inflammation, that 
I was extremely alarmed for her. The Queen sent Miss 
Planta to see her at night; she says the Queen k in 
much grief for her brother. 

Wednesday, Nov. 30th. — ^This moming I had the 
happiness of seeing my dear Mrs. Delany much coder 
and more easy, but a little incident happened that a good 
deal affected her. It shews the tendemess of the Queea 
for her in so strong and amiable a manner, that I must 
tell it my dear father and Susan, who, I am sure, like 
me, will grow more and more loyal in hearing it« 

When the Duchess of Portland died, the Duke, before 
Mrs. Delany took her last leave of Bulatrode, begged 
her to choose and to take whatever sheplea&ed that had 
belonged to his mother. Mrs. Delany refused everything^ 
that was proposed to her of any value, but said she would 
name one thing herself, which was ail she could accept r 
this was a favourite bird of her friend's, — a weaver, an 
African bird, — ^which the Duchess had been very fond 
of, and always kept in her room. She brought it to town 
with her, and thence to Windsor, and it has grown so 
dear to her, that she could scarce ever look at it witb 
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dry eyes. Imagine, then, if I was conoerned, when this 
morning, upon coming into the room where we breakfaat, 
not seeing the bird perching, I took down the cage, aod 
perceived it at the bottom, lying dead. 

Mrs. Delany was still in her own room, weak and 
unwell, though better. It was a partioularly unlucky 
time to tell her of this loss, which we knew she would 
r^rd as the conclusion of ail that had remained to her 
of Bulstrode. WhileMiss — and I were considering 
what we could do^ Miss Planta came in, to inquire, from 
the Queen, how Mrs. Delany had passed the night 
The bird was in my hand, and I told her the circum- 
stances belonging to it. She was sorry, went to speak 
with Mrs. Delany in her bed-room, and retumed to the 
Queen. In less than a quarter of an hour she came 
back again, bringing with her a bird in a very fine cage. 
It was the weaver bird, she said, and sent by the Queen, 
to know if we thought it could not be put in the same 
cage that had belonged to the Duchess, and prevent 
Mrs. Delany from hearing that hers was dead* 

This tender désire to spare her any pain, though with- 
out the reward of having such kindness known to its 
object, touched me extremely, and the more, for being 
told the Queen herself had never possessed but two of 
those birds. I saw, however, the kind déception could 
not succeed, for the resemblance was very imperfect, and 
much as my dear old friend bas lost of the acuteness of 
ber eye-sight, enough, thank Heaven! yet remains to 
hare discemed the change, l told Miss Planta this, 
but at the same time added, that, if she could leave the 
bird, an attention so sweet and so délicate in the Queen 
would soften the taie we had to tell, and be her best 
solace for the loss. Miss Planta answered, she would 
certainly leave it; for the Queen had desired that if we 
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thought it could not pass for the same bird, it might be 
left in ils own cage, and given immediately from ber&elf. 
This, accordingly, we did; she heard it more quietly 
than we expected, yet not without émotion; but whea 
we brought her the Queen's bird, the tears came into 
her eyes, and she looked at it with great tenderness, and 
exclaimed, " Don't you, too, die in my hands!" 

I have been making a very melancholy visit to Ma- 
dame de la Fite* She sent her little son to invite me* She 
cried the whole time I was with her, and told me she 
was quite overcome by my visiting Windsor, now she 
had lost her poor Eliza, who had always looked forward' 
to shewing it me herself. I felt the strongest compas- 
sion for her^ and could not come away till she grew 
somewhat more composed» for she seemed relieved by 
indulging her grief* She said she would talk of Norbury 
Park and of Madame de Genlis when we met next; 
but now she could only talk of her dear Elise. She 
compared herself with poor Mrs. Hilly who had lost her 
Billy^ and could speak of nothing without recurring to 
him. She had just been reading Cecilia,". she told 
me, to the Princess Elizabeth; but when she came to 
that part, she could not go on for her tears. Dreadful, 
indeed, and most irréparable is hèr loss ! • ^ ^ 

I afterwards made a short call upon my old friend. 
Madame de Luc. You may remember Miss Cooper, my 
dear father^ at Streatham. I had the pleasure to see her 
yery comfortably settled in a pretty and neat house, 
with a view of the Castle. She carried me up stairs into 
Mr. de Luc's study, which is full of instruments, tools, 
and learned litter. His daughter lives with them, and is 
a good-humoured, sensible, prating girl; she talked 
ex'cessively, and seemed . mighty happy to be so em- 
ployed. , . • 
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I then went and aired in the Old Park witb dear 
Mrs. Delany^ up and down the fine old avenue» which, 
with the Castle in view, has so grand a formality, that 
to alter, and even improve it, would make me think of 
Mason's expression in the English Garden» that taste 
hère were sacrilège." 

Dr. Lind has called regularly every day, to invite us 
to see his Indian curiosities^ and to ofTer being my esquire 
in going about Windsor ; but Mrs. Delany is so far from 
well, that I could have no pleasure in leaving her. He 
is excessively curious about my seeing the King and 
Queen^ and earnest to know what will pass : he is one 
of their most loyal admirers, and very eager that I should 
be another ; and he said to Mrs. Delany, when I was out 
of the room, I hope, ma'am, you will apprise Miss 
Bumey of the King's quick manner of speaking, for fear 
it should diseoncert her?" Mrs. Delany is much diverted 
vi^ith his solicitude and good humour. 

Thursday, Dec. Ist. — To-day the Queen sent Miss 
Planta to tell Mrs. Delany that if she would not yet 
venture to the Lodge, she would corne to her in the 
evening. Mrs. Delany accepted the gracions ofTer, and, 
at tea-time, she came, as well as the King, andspent two 
hours here. 

Mrs. Delany told me afterwards, that the Queen was 
very low-spirited, and seemed to wish for nothing but the 
sôlace of sitting perfectly quiet. She is a sweet woman, 
and has ail the domestic affections warm and strong in 
her heart* 

Nevertheless they talked of me, she says» a good 
deal ; and the king asked many questions about .me. 
There is a new play, he told Mrs* Delany, coming out ; 
"and it is said to be Miss Bumey'sP Mrs. Delany 
immediately answered that she knew the report must be 
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tintrue* But I hope she is not idle?'* cried ihe king. 

I hope she is writing something ?* 

What an opportunity^ my dear father, for the speech 
Mr. Cambridge told you he longed to make— ^that 
^ Miss B. had no time to write^for she was always work- 
ing at her clothes 

What Mrs. Delany said, I know not ; but he afler- 
wards inquired what she thought of my writing a play ? 

What," said he, do you wish about it, Mrs. 
Delany r 

Mrs* Delany hesitated, and the Queen then said, 

" T wish what I know Mrs. Delany does — ^that she 
may not; for though her réputation is so high, her cha- 
racter, by ail I hear, is too délicate to suit with writing 
for the stage.*' 

Sweet Queen! Icould have kissed the hem of her 
garment for that speech, and I could not resist writing it. 

Mrs. Delany then said, 

" Why my opinion is what I believe to be Miss 
Bume/s own; that it is too public and hazardous a 
style of writing for her quiet and fearful tum of mind.*' 

I have really the grâce to be a little ashamed of 
scribbling this, but I know I can scribble nothing my 
dear father will be more curions to hear. 

Upon Mrs. Delany's coming to Windsor, the Queen 
had Cecilia read to her again ; and by M. de Luc, who 
can hardly speak four words of English ! but she told 
Mrs. Delany she had no good English reader. 

Saturday, Dec. 3rd. — To-night, the King and 
Queen again spent two hours with Mrs. Delany. They 
were both of them in the greatest alarm for the Princess 
EUzabeth, who bas a complainton thechest, and whose 
sufferings afflict them very deeply . They go to her two or 
three times a day, but are forbid speaking to her. How 
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happy for sweet Mrs. Delany that^ after the obligations 
innumerable showered down upon her by the King and 
Queen, she now sees herself the resource to which they 
fly for comfort and relief ia their own distresses ! The 
Queen sees nobody else. 

In the midst of ail, the Queen took the good-hu- 
moured pleasure of telling Mrs. Delany the kind things 
said of her guest, by Madame de la Fîte : — You two/' 
she said, " speak of her just alike." 

Madame de la Fîte sent me a note, to say she heard the 
Queen was to pass the evening with Mrs. Delany, and 
to ask me to pass it with her. I was yery busy, how* 
ever, at work, and excused myself till to-morrow, when 
Mrs. Delany, if well enough, will go to the Lodge ; and 
she is veiy much better. 

Miss P and I went to Dr. Lind's, and saw his 

fat, handsome wife, who is as tall as himself, and 
about six times as big. We had not time to stay and 
look at his collection, but he shewed me one Tery curions 
représentation of the Elephanta,"' in the East Indies, 
which has been admirably executed, from a xlrawing of 
his own, taken on the spot, by Paul Sandby. He told 
me that when he went to see it, with a lai^ party of 
EngUsh, they carried masons, carpenters, and workmen 
with them, no less in number than sixty — ^in short, 
I suppose ail who could dig, saw, or carry — from the ship 
he belonged to, for he was surgeon to an East Indiaman* 
But after ail their toiling, in this wonderful excaration, 
they found the rock so impénétrable, and the pillars and 
idols so stupendous, that they could only bring away an 
odd head or two, and a few limbs. I assured him he 
now fuUy explained to me why, in GuUiver's Travels," 
Swift has ranked in one class» assassins, murderers, 
robbers, and virtuosù 
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This moraing we had better news of the Princess; 
and Mrs. Delany went again to the Lodge in the 
evening, to the Queen. When Mrs. Delany returned, 
she confirmed the good accounts of the Princess Eliza- 
beth's amendaient. She had told the Queen I was 
going to-morrow to Thames Ditton, for a week ; and was 
asked many questions about my coming back, which the 
Queen said she was sure I should be glad to do from 
Mrs.W— to Mrs. Delany. O most peiletrating Queen I 

She gratified Mrs. Delany, by many kind speeches^ of 
being sorry I was going^ and glad I was retuming, and 
so forth. Mrs. Delany then told hér I had been reading 
The Clandestine Marriage'' to her, which the Queen 
had recommended) and she thanked her Majesty for the 
very great pleasure she had received from it 

O then," cried the Queen, " if Miss Burney reads 
to you, what a pleasure you must hâve to make her read 
her own works !" 

Mrs. Delany laughed, and exclaimed, 
O ma'am ! read her own works ! — ^your Majesty has 
no notion of Miss Burney! I believe she would as soon 
die !" 

This, of course, led to a great deal of discussion, in the 
midst of which the Queen said, 

" Do you know Dr. Burney, Mrs. Delany ?" 
' " Yes, ma'am, extremely well," answered Mrs. 
Delany. 

. "Ithink him," said thié Queen, '^a very agreeable 
and entertaining man." 

There, my dear father! said I not weil just now, O 
most penetrating Queen ? 

So here ends my Windsor journal, part the first. 
To-morrow morning I go for my week to Thames 
DittOD. 
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Windsor, Wednesday, Dec. 14th, 1785. — 
Yesterday I returned to my dear Mrs. Delany, from 
Thames Ditton, and had the great concern of finding her 
very unwell. Mr. Barnard Dewes» one of her nephews, 
and his little girl, a sweet child of seven years old, weve 
with her, and, of course. Miss P— — . She had been 
hurried, though only with pleasure, and her émotion, 
first in receiving, and next in entertaining them, had 
brought on a little fever. Her health, now, is fearfuUy 
precarious, and her days, to me, are most tremblingly 
precious. Everything shatters her dear feeble frame; 
she can bear neither joy nor sorrow ; and how few are 
those placid days that are touched by neither! Her 
mind, hpwever, has still its original strength, and ail her 
faculties are in their fullest vigour ; 'tis only the tene- 
ment of clay" that has suifered by time. 

She revived in the afternoon, and I had the pleasure 
of reading to her a play of Shakespeare's, that she had 
not heard for forty years, and which I had never read 
since I was a child, — " The Comedy of Errors — and 
we found in it ail the entertainment belonging to an ex- 
cellent farce, and all the objections belonging to an 
indiffèrent play; but the spirit with which she enters 
into every part of everything she hears, gives a sort of 
theatric effect to whatever is read to her; and my spirits 
rise in her présence, with the joy of exciting hers. 

But I am now obliged, by what follows, to confess a 
litlle discussion I bave had with my dear Mrs. Delany, 
almost all the time I spent with her at first, and now 
again upon my retum, relative to the royal interview, so 
long in expectation. 

Immediately upon my arrivai» she had imagined, by 
what had preceded if, that a visit would instantly 
ensue here, and I should have a summons to appear; 
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but the death of the Queen's brother, which was known 
the very night I came^ confined her Majesty and all 
the family for some days to the Lodge ; and the dan- 
gerous illnëss of the Princess Elizabeth next took place, 
in occupying all their thoughts, greatly to their crédit. 
My dear old friend, however, eamest I should hâve an 
honour which her grateful révérence for their Majesties 
makes her regard very highly, had often wished me to 
stay in the room whén they came to see her, assuring 
me that though they were so circumstanced as not to 
send for a stranger, she knew they would be much 
pleased to meet with me. This» however, was more 
than I could assent to, without infinité pain, and that 
she was too kind to make a point of my enduring. 

Yesterday, upon my return, she began again the same 
reasoning ; the Princess Elizabeth had relapsed, and she 
knew, during her being worse, there was no chance the 
Queen would take any active step towards a meeting* 

But she inquires,*' continued Mrs. Delany, so much 
about you, and is so eamest that you should be with me, 
that I am sure she wants to see and converse with you. 
You will see her, too, with more ease to yourself by 
being already in the room, than from being summoned. 
I would not for the world put this request to you, if I 
were not sure she wishes it.'' 

There was no withstanding the word " request" from 
Mrs. Delany, and little as I liked the business, I could not 
but comply. What next was to be done, was to beg 
directions for the rencounter. 

Now though you, my dear father, have had an 
audience, and you, my dear Susan, are likely enough 
to avoid one, yet I think the étiquettes on thèse occasions 
will be equally new to you both ; for one never inquired 
into them, and the otfaer bas never thought of them. 
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Here, at Windsor, where more than half the people we 
see are belonging to the Court, and where ail the rest 
are trying to be in the same predicament, the intelligence 
I have obtained must be looked upon as accurate; and I 
shall therefore give it, in. full confidence you will botk 
regard it as a valuable addition to your présent stock of 
Court knowledge, and read it witU that décent awe the 
dignity of the topic requires I 

Directions for a private encounter with the 
Royal Family. 

But no, they will take me so long, that I had better 
put them on a separate sheet, and go on with my 
journal while ail is fresh in my memory. I am sorry to 
have wasted so solemn a preamble, but hope you will 
have the generosity to remember it when I produce my 
directions, as I cannot possibly undertake writing. 
anotber. 

To corne, then, now, to those particular instructions I 
received myself, and which must not be regarded as 
having anything to do with gênerai rules. 

" I do beg of you," said dear Mrs, Delany, when the 
Queen or the King speak to you, not to answer with 
mere monosyllables. The Queen often complains to me 
of the difficulty with which she can get any conversation, 
as she not only always has to start the subjects, but, 
commonly, entirely to support them : and she says there 
is nothing she so muçh loves as conversation, and nothing 
she finds so hard to get. She is always best pleased ta 
have the answers that are made her lead on to further 
discourse. Now» as I know she wishes to be acquainted 
with you, and converse with you, I do really entreat you 
not to draw back from her, nor tô stop conversation with 
only answering Yes, or No." 

VOL. II. B B 
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Tbis was a most tremeudous injunction ; however, I 
oould not but promise her I would do the best I could. 

To tbis, nevertbeless, she readily agreed, tbat if upon 
entering the rôom, tbey should take no notice of me, I 
might quietly retire. And that, believe me, will not be 
very slowly ! They cannot find me in tbis bouse with- 
out knowing viho I am, and therefore tbey can be at no 
loss wbether to speak to me or not, from incertitude. 

In the midst of ail tbis, the Queen came ! 

I heard the thunder at the door, and, panic struck, 
away âew ail my resolutions and agreements, and away 
after them flew 1 1 

Don't be angry, my dear father — I would bave stayed 
ificould» and I meantto stay; but^ when the moment 
came, neither my préparations nor intentions availed» and 
i arrired at my own room, ère I well knew I had leftthe 
drawing-room, and qui te breathless between the race I 
ran with Miss Port and the joy of escaping. 

Mrs. Delany, though a little vexed at the time, was^ 
not afterwards, when she found the Queen very mucb 
dispirited, by a relapse of the poor Princess Elizabetb. 
She inquired if I was returned, and hoped I now came 
to make a longer stay. 

Fkiday, Dec. 16th. — ^Yesterday morning we had a 
mucb better account of the Princess Elizabeth; and 
Mrs. Delany said to me, 

Now you will escape no longer, for if tbeir uneasi- 
ness ceases, I az^i sure they will send for you, when they 
corne next." 

Tobe sent for, I confessed to her, would really be more 
formidable than to be surprised ; but to prétend to be 
surprised would answer^no purpose in making the meet- 
ing easy to me, and therefore I preferred letting the 
matter take its chance. 
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Âfter dinner^ while Mrs. Delany was left alone, as 
usual, to take a little rest, — for sleep it but seldom 
proves, — Mr. B. Dewes, his little daughter. Miss Port, 
and myself, went into the drawing-room. And here^ 
while, to pass the time, I wasamusing the little girlwith 
teaching her some Christmas games, in which her father 
and cousin joined, Mrs. Delany bame in. We were ail 
in the middle of the room, and in some confusion ; — but 
she had but just corne up to us to inquire what was 
going forwards, and I was disentangling myself from 
Miss Dewes, to be ready to fiy o£P if any one knocked 
at the street*door, when the door of the drawing-room 
wa^ again opened, and a large man, in deep mourning, 
appeared at it, entering and shutting it himself without 
speaking. 

A ghost could not more bave scared me, when I dis- 
covered, by its glitter on the black, a star ! The gênerai 
disorder had prevented his being seen, except by myself, 

who was always on the watch, till Miss P , tuming 

round, exclaimed, *'The Kingl — ^Aunt, the King!" 

mercy ! thought I, that I were but out of the room ! 
which way shall I escape? and how pass him unnoticed? 
There is but the single door at which he entered, in the 
room I Every one scampered out of the way : Miss 
P— — , to stand next the door ; Mr. Bernard Dewes to 
a corner opposite it; his little girlclung to me"; and Mrs. 
Delany ad vanced to meet his Majesty, who, after quietly 
looking on till she saw him, approached, and inquired 
how she did. 

He then spoke to Mr. Bernard, whom he had already 
met two or three times here. 

1 had now retreated to the wall, and purposed glidîng 
fioftly, though speedily, out of the room ; but before I had 
taken a single step, the King, in a loud whisper to Mrs. 

B B 2 
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Delany, said, h that Miss Burney?" — and on her 
answering, *^Yes, sir/* he bowed, and with a counte- 
nance of tbe most perfect good humour, came close up 
to mè. 

A most profound révérence on my part arrested the- 
progress of my intended retreat. 

" How long have youTjeen come back, Miss Burney ?" 
<*Twodays, sir." 

Unluckily he did not hear me, and repeated bis ques* 
tion ; and wbetber tbe second time he heard me or not, 
I d'on't know, but he made a little civil inclination ôf 
bis head; and went back to Mrs. Delany. 

He insisted she should sit down, tfaougb he stood him- 
self, and began to give her an account of the Princesa 
Elizabetb, who once again was recovering, and trying, 
at présent, James's Powders. She had been blooded, 
be said, twelve times in this last fortnight, and had 
lost seventy-five ounces of blood, besides undergoing 
blistering and other discipline. He spoke of her illness 
with the strongest émotion, and seemed quite filled with 
concern for her danger and sufferings. 

Mrs. Delany next inquired for the younger children. 
They had ail, hé said, the whooping-cough, and were 
Boon to be removed to Kew. 

Not," added he, " for any other reason than change 
of air for themselves ; though I am pretty certain I have 
never had the distemper myself, and the Queen thinks 
she bas not had it either : — we shall take our chance. 
When the two eldest had it, I sent them away, and 
^ould not seé them till it was bver; but now there 
are so many of them that there would be no end to sé- 
parations, so I let it take its course.'' 

Mrs. Delany expressed a good deal of concern at bis 
xunning this risk, but he laughed at it, and said, he was 
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mucb more afraid of catcbing the rheumatism, which bas 
been tbreatening one of bis shoulders lately. However, 
he added, be sbould bunt the next morning» in defiaDce 
of it. 

A good deal of talk then followed about bis own 
healtb, and tbe extrême tempérance by which be pre- 
served it Tbe fault of bis constitution, he said, was a 
tendency to excessive fat, wbicb be kept, however, in 
order, by the most vigorous exercise, and the strictest 
attention to a simple diet. 

Wben Mrs. Delany was beginning to praise his for^ 
bearance, he stopped ber. 

"No, no,*' be cried, "'tis no virtue; I only prefer 
eating plain and little, to growing diseased and infirm." 

During tbis discourse, I stood quietly in the place 
wbere be bad ôrst spoken to me. His quitting me so 
soon, and conversing freely and easily with Mrs. Delany, 
provedfso deligbtful a relief to me, that I no longer 
wished myself away; and tbe moment, my first panic 
from the surprise was .over, I diverted myself with a 
thousand ridiculous notions, of my own situation. 

Tbe Christmas games we bad been shewing Miss 
.Dewes, it seemed as if we were still performing, as none 
of us thought it proper to move, tbougb our manner of 
standing reminded one of Puss in the corner. Close to the 

,door was posted Miss P ; opposite ber, close to the 

.wainscot, stood Mr. Dewes ; at just . an equal distance 
fromhim, close to a window, stood myself; Mrs. Delany, 
though seated, was at tbe opposite side to Miss F——; 
and bis Majesty kept pretty much in the middle of the 
room. The little girl, who kept close to me, did not 
break the order, and I could bardly help expecting to be 
beckoned, with a puss! puss! puss! to change places 
•with one of my neighbours. 



Digitized by 



374 



DURY AND LETTERS [PART DL 



This idea; afterwards, gave way to another more pomp- 
ons. It seemed to me we were acting a play. There is 
something so little like common and real life, in eveiy- 
body's standing, while talking, in a room fall of chai», 
and standing, toc, so aloof from each other, that I almost 
thought myself upon a stage, assisting in the représenta- 
tion of a tragedy, — in VFhich the King played his own 
part, of the king ; Mrs. Delany that of a vénérable confi- 
dante ; Mr. Dewes, his respectfal attendant; Miss P — , a 
suppliant virgin, waiting encours^ement to bring forward 
some pétition ; Miss Dewes, a young orphan, intended 
to move the royal compassion; and myself, — a very 
solemn, sober, and décent mute. 

Thèse fancies, however, only regaled me while I con- 
tinued a quiet spectator, and without expectation of being 
called into play. But the King, I have reason to tbink, 
meant only to give me time to recover from my first em- 
barrassment ; and I feel myself infinitely obliged to his 
good breeding and considération, vrhich perfectly ab- 
swered, for before he retumed to me I was entirely 
recruited. 

To go back to my narration. 

When the discourse upon health and strength was 
over, the King wentup to the table, and looked at abook 
of prints, from Claude Lorraine, which had been broaght 
down for Miss Dewes'; but Mrs. Delany, by mistake, 
told him they were for me. He tumed over a leaf <Mr two, 
and then said — 

Pray, does Miss Burney draw, too ?** 
The too was pronounced very civilly. 

I believe not, sir," answered Mrs. Delany ; at least, 
fthe does not tell?" 

Oh !" cried he, laughing, <^ that's nothing ! she is 
not apt to tell; she never does tell, you know !— Her far 
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ther told me that himself. He told me the whole history 
of her Evelina. And I sball never forget bis face when 
he spoke of bis feelings at first taking up the book ! — be 
looked quite frightened^ just as if he was doing it that 
moment I I never can forget bis face while I live I" 

Then coming up close to me, he said — 

« But what ?— what ?— how was it r 

fi Sir''— cried not well understanding him. 
How came you— how bappened it — what ? — what?" 

<6 1 — I only wrote, sir, for my own amusement, — only 
in some odd^ idle bours." 

" But your publishing — your printing, — how was 
that?" 

That was only, sir, — only because — " 

I hesitated most abominably, not knowing how to tell 
him a long story, and growing terribly confused at thèse 
questions; — ^besides, — ^to say.the truth, bis own what ! 
what ?" so reminded me of ibose vile Probationary Odes, 
that, in the midst of ail my flatter, I was really hardly 
able to keep my countenance. 

The What ! was then repeated, with so eamest a look, 
ihat» forced to say sometbing, I stammeringly answered — 

" I thought — sir— it would look very well in printP* 

I do really flatter myself this is the silliest speech I ever 
made ! I am quite provoked with myself for it ; but a fear 
of laughing made me eager to utter anything, and by no 
means conscious, till Ihad spoken, of what I was saying. 

He laugbed very beartily himself, — ^well he might — 
-and walked away to ^joy it, crying out, 

" Very fair indeed ! that's being very fair and bonest T 

Then, retuming to me again, he said. 
But your father— how came you not to shew him 
what you wrote?" 

I was too much ashamed of it, sir, seriously." 
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Literal truth that, I am sure. ^ 
« And how did he find it out?' 
" I don't know myself, sir. He never would tell me."^ 
Literal truth i^ain, my dear father, as you caa testify* 
But how did you get it printed ?" 
I sent it, sir, to a bookseller my father never employed, 
and that I never had seen myself^ Mr. Lowndes/in full 
hope by.that means he never would hear of it" 
But how could you manage that ?" 
By means of a brother, sir." 
*' O ! — you confided in a brother, then ?" 
Yes, sir — that is, for the publication." 
What entertainment you must have had from heàr- 
ing people's conjectures, before you were known ! Do 
you remember any of them ?" 
Yes, sir, many." 
«And what?" 

" I heard that Mr. Baretti laid a wager it was writien 
by a man ; for no woman, he said, could have kept her 
own counsel." 

This diverted him extremely. 
But how was it," he continued, you thought most 
likely for your father to discover you ?" 

« Soinetimes, sir, I have supposed I must have dropt 
some of the manuscript; sometimes, that one of my 
sisters betrayed me." 

"01 your sister ? — what, not your brother ^ 
No, sir ; he could not, for — 

I was going on, but he laughed so much I could; not 
be heard, exclaiming, 

" Vastly well 1 I see you are of Mr. Baretti's mind^ 
and think your brother could keep your secret, and not 
your sister ?" 
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" Well, but," cried he presently, how was it lirst 
known to you, you were betrayed ?" 

By a lettef) sir, from another sister. I was very ill, 
and in the country ; and she wrote me word that my 
father bad taken up re^iew, in which the book was men- 
tioned^ and bad put bis finger upon its name^ and said — 
* Contrite to get tbal book for me.' " 

And when he got it," cried the King, he told me he 
-was afraid of looking at it! and never can I forget bis 
face when he mentioned his first opening it But you 
hâve not kept your pen unemployed ail this:time ?" 
ludeed I bave, sir." 
"Butwby?" 

" I — I believe I have exhausted myself, sir." 

He laughed aloud at this, and went and toid it to Mrs. 
Delany, cirilly treating a plain fact as a mere bon mot. 

Thetï, returning to me again, he said, more seriously. 

But you have not determined against writing any 
more ?" 

N— o, sir—" 

You have made no vow— no real resolution of that 
sort?'' 

No, sir." 

You only wait for inclination ?" 
How admirably Mr. Cambridge's speech might have 
•come in here! 
No, sir." 

A very civil little bow spoke him pleased with this 
answer, and he went again to the middle of the room, 
where he cbieily stood, and, addressing us in gênerai, 
talked upon the différent motives of writing, concluding 
with, 

I believe there is no constraint to be put upon real 
genius ; notbing but inclination can set it to work. Miss 
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Bnrney, howerer, knows best.'' Ând then^ bastiljr re- 
turningto me^he cried, « What? what?" 

No, sir, I — I — bclievc not, certainly," qaoth I, very 
awkwardly, for I seemed taking a violent compliment 
only as my due ; but I knew not how to put him off as I 
would another peraon. 

He then roade some inquiries conceming the piotores 
with ivhich the room is hung, and wbich are ail Mrs. 
Delany's own[painting; and si little discourse foUowed, 
upon some of the masters wbose pictures she bas oopied. 

This was ail with her; for nobody ever answers bim 
iTirithout being immediately addressed by him. 
He then came to me again, and said, 
Is your father about anything at présent 
Yes, sir» he goes on, when he bas time, with bis 
history.'* 

Does he write quick 

Yes, sir, when he writes from himself ; but in his 
bistory, he bas so many books to consult, that sometimes 
he spends three days in finding authorities for a single 
passage." 

Very true ; that must be unavoidable.'' 
He pursued thèse inquiries some time, and then went 

again to bis gênerai station before the fire, and Mrs. 

Delany inquired if he meant to hunt the next day. 
Yes," he answered ; and, a little pointedly, Mrs. 

Delany said, 

I wobld the hunted could but feel as mucb pleasure 
. as the hunter." 

The King understood her» and with some quickness» 
called out, Pray what did you hunt?" 
Then, looking round at us all,-T- 
" Did yon know,** he said, that Mrs. Delany .<mee 
hunted herself ? — and in a long gown, and. a great hoop Y* 
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It seems she had told his Majesty an adventure of that 
sort which had befallen her in her youth, from some 
accident in which her will had no share. 

While this was talking oyer^ a violent thunder was 
made at the door. I was almost certain it was the 
Queen. Once more I would have given anything to 
escape ; but in vain. I had been informed that nobody 
ever quitted the royal présence^ after having been con- 
Tersed with» till motioned to withdraw. 

Miss P— — , according to established étiquette on 
thèse occasions, opened the door which she stood next, 
by putting her hand behind her^ and slid out^ back- 
wards^ into the hall, to light the Queen in. The door 
soon opened again, and her Majesty entered. 

Immediately seeing the King, she made him a low 
courtsey, and cried, — 

" Oh, your Majesty is here P' 

"Yes," he cried, ran here, without speaking to 
anybody.'* 

The Queen had been at the lower Lodge, to see the 
Princess Elizabeth, as the King had before told us. 

She then hastened up to Mrs. Delany, with both her 
hands held out, saying, 

" My dear Mrs. Delany, howare you ?" 

*^ Instantly after, I felt her eye on my face. I be« 
lieve, too^ she curtsied to me ; but though I saw the 
bend, I «ras too near-sighted to be sure it was intended 
for me. I was hardly ever in a situation more embarrass* 
ing ; I dared not return what I was not certain I had 
receiTed, yet considered myself as appearing quite a 
monster, to stand stiff-necked, if really meant* 

Almost at the same moment, she spoke to Mr. 
Bernard Dewes, and then nodded] to my little clinging 
girl. 
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I was now really ready to sink, with horrid uncertaiinty 
•of what I was doing, or what I sbould do, — when bis 
Majesty, who I fancy saw my distress, most good- 
hu0M)uredly said to the Queen something, bat I was too 
much flurried to remember .what, except thèse words^ — 
" I bave been telling Miss Burney — 

Relieved from so painfol a dilemma, I immediately 
dropped a curtsey. She made one to me . in tbe same 
moment, and, witb a very smiling countenance^ came up 
;to me ; but she could not speak, for the King went on 
talkingy eagerly, and very gaily^ repéating to her erery 
word I had said during our conversation upon Evelina, 
its publication^ 8cc. &c. 

Then he told her of Baretti's wager, saying, — ^* But 
-she heard of a great many conjectures about the author^ 
before it was known, and of Baretti, an admirable 
thing ! — he laid a bet it must be a man, as no woman, 
.he said, could bave kept her own counsel !" 

The Queen, laughing a little, exclaimed — 

''Oh, that is quite too bad an affront to us! — Don't 
you think so?" addressing herself to me, with great 
gentleness of voice and manner. 

I assented ; and the King continued his relation, which 
she listened to with a look of some interest ; but when 
Jie told.her some particulars of my secrecy, she again 
.spoke to me. 

" But your sister was your confidant, was shf not?" 

« Yes, ma'am." 
^ My sisters, I might bave said, but I was always glad 
to have done. 

Oh, yes cried the King, laughing; but I assure 
.you she is of Baretti's opinion herself; for I asked her 
if she thought it was her sister or her brother that be- 
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trayed ber to her father? — and she says her sister, she 
thinkfi." 

Poor Esther ! — ^but I shall make her amends by wbat 
foUows; for the Queen, again addressing me^said — 

But to betray to a father is do crime — don't you 
think so?'' 

I agreed; and plainly saw she thougbt Esther^ if - 
Eatber it was, had only done right. 

The King then went on, and when he had finished hk 
narration the Queen took her seat. 

She made Mrs. Delany sit next her, and Miss P— — 
brought her some tea. 

The King, meanwhile, came to me again, and said, — 
" Are you musical 

" Not a performer, sir." 

Then, going from me to the Queen, he cried, — " She* 
does not play." 

I did not hear what the Queen answered ; she spoke 
in a low voice, and seemed much out of spirits. 

They now talked together a little while, about the 
Princess Elizabeth, and the King mentioned having 
had a very promising account from her ^hysician. Sir 
George Baker ; and the Queen soon brightened up. 

The King then retumed to me, and said,-^ 

"Are you sure you never playî — never toUch the 
keys at ail P'' 

" Never to acknowledge it, sir**' 

" Oh ! that's it !" cried he ; and flying to the Queen, 
cried, " She does play — ^but not to acknowledge it 

I was now in a most horrible panic once more ; pushed 
so very home, I çould answer no bther than I did, for 
thèse categorical questions almost constitiin categorical 
answers; and here, at Windsor, it seems an absoluté 
point that whatever they ask must be told, and whatever 
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they désire must be done. Think but^ then, of my con- 
sternation, in expecting their commands to perform ! My. 
dear father, pity me I 

The eagçr air with which he returned to me fuUy 
explained what waa to foUow. I hastily, therefore, 
spoke first, in order to stop him, crying — " I never, sir, 
.played to anybody but myself ! — ^never !" 

*'No?" cried he, looking increduloas; **what, not 
to " 

Not even to me, sir !" cried my kind Mrs. Delany, 
who saw what was threatening me. 

" No ? — ^are you sure cried he, disappointed ; "but 
—but you'U " * 

" I have never, sir," cried I, very earnestly, " played 
in my life^ but when I could hear nobody else— quite 
alone, and from a mere love of any musical sounds." 

He repeated ail this to the Queen, whose answers I 
never heard ; but when he once more came back, with a 
face that looked unwilling to give it up, in my fright I 
had recourse to dumb show, and raised my hands in a 
supplicating fold, with a most begging countenance to 
be excused. This, luckily, succeeded ; he understood 
me very readily, and laughed a little, but made a sort 
of desisting^ or rather complying, little bow, and said 
no more about it 

I felt very much obliged to him, for I saw bis cnriosity 
was ail alive. I wished I could have kissed bis hand. 

He still, however, kept me in talk, and still upon 
music* 

Tp me,** said he, " it appears quite as strange to meet 
with people who have no ear for music, and cannot dis« 
tinguish one air from another, as to meet with people 
who are dumb* Lady Bell Finch once told me that she 
had heard there was some diflference between a psalm, a 
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minuet, and a country dance, bat she declared they ail 
sounded aliketoher ! There are people who have no 
eye for différence of cobur. The Duke of Marlborough 
actnally cannot tell scarlet from green !" 

He tben told me an anecdote of his mistaking one of 
those colours for another, which' was very kughable, but 
I do not remember it clearly enough to write it. How 
unfortunate for true virtuosi that such an eye should 
possess objects worthy the most discàrning — the trea- 
sures of Blenheim ! 

" I do not find, thougb/' added his Majesty, " that 
this defect runs in bis family, for Lady Di Beauclerk 
draws very finely." 

He then went to Mr. Bernard Dewes. 

Almost instantly upon his leaving me^ a very gentle 
voice called out — " Miss Bumey 1" 

It was the Queen's. I walked a little nearer «her^ 
and a gracions inclination of her head made me go 
quite up to her. 

" You have been,'' she said, "at Mrs. Walsingham's?" 
Yes, ma'am." 

" She bas a pretty place, I believe 

•* Yes, ma'am." 

" Were you ever there before ?" 
*< Yes, ma'am." 

Oh, shocking ! shocking! thought I; what will Mrs. 
Delany say to ail thèse monosyllables ? 

Has not she lately made some improvements ?" 
Yes, ma'am ; she has built a conservatory.'- 
Then fidlowed some questions about its situation, 
during which the King came up to us; and she then, 
ceasing to address me in particular, began a gênerai sort 
of conversation, with a spirit and animation that I had 
not at ail expected, and which seemed the result of the 
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great and benevolent pleasure she took in giving enter» 
tainment to Mrs. Deiany. 

The subject was the last drawing-i^oom^ wbich she 
had been in town to keep on Tbursday^ during the 
dense fog. 

^< I assure you, ma'ani," cried she to Mrs. Deiany, 
<^ it was so darky there was no seeing anything, and no 
knowing anybody. And Lady Harcoart could be of no 
help to tell me who people were, for when it was ligbt, 
she can't see; and now it was dark, I could not see 
myself. So it was in Tain for me to go on in that man- 
ner, without knowing which I had spoken to, and which 
was waiting for me; so I said to Lady Harcourt, We, 
had better stop, and stand quite still, for I don't know 
apybody, no more than you do. But if we stand stiU» 
they will ail come up in the end, and we must ask them- 
who^they are, and if I have spoken to them yet, or not : 
for it is Tery odd to do it, but what else can we manage 

Her accent is a little foreign, and very prettily so ; and 
her emphasis bas that sort of changeability, wUch gires 
an interest to everything she utters. But her language 
is rather peculiar than foreign. 

Besides,'' added she, with a very significant look, 
^^'if we go on here in the dark, maybe I shall push 
against somebody, or somebody will push against me — 
which is the more likely to happen P' 

She then gave an account of some circuiostances. 
which attended the darkness, in a manner not ooly ex* 
tremely lively, but mixed, at times, with an archness and ^ 
humour that made it very entertaining. She xhiefly 
addressed herself to Mrs. Deiany; and to me, certainly, 
she would not, separately, have been so communicative ; 
but she contrived, with great delicacy, to include me ia 
the little party, by frequently looking at me, and always 
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with an expression that invited my participation in the 
conversation. And» indeed, though I did not join in 
wordsy I shared very openly in the pleasure of her^ récital. 

"Well/' she continued, " so there was standing by 
me a man that I could not see in the face ; but I saw the 
twisting ôf his bow ; and I said to Lady Harcourt^ * I 
am sure that must be nobody but the Duke of Dorset/ 
— 'Dear,' she says, ^howcan you tell that?' — ^ Only 
ask/ said I ; and so it proved he." 

Yes," cried the King, he is pretty well again ; he 
can smile again, now !" 

It seems his features had appeared to be ûx^, or 
stifFened. It is said, he has been obliged to hold his 
hand to his mouth, to hide it, ever since his stroke^ — 
which he refuses to acknowledge was paralytic. 

The Queen looked as if some comic notion had struck 
her, and, after smiling a little while to herself, said» 
with a sort of innocent archness, very pleasing, 

** To be sure, it is very wrong to laugh at such things, 
— I know that ; but yet, I could not help thinking^ 
when his mouth was in that way, that it was very lucky 
people's happiness did not dépend upon his smiles !" 

Afterwards, she named other persons, whose be- 
haviour and manners pointed them out to her, in défiance 
of obscurity. 

A lady," said she, " came up to me, that I could 
not see, so I was forced to ask who she was ; and imme- 
diately she burst into a laugh. * O,' says I, ^ that can ' 
be only Mrs. De Rolles !' — and so it proved." 

Methinks, by this trait, she should be a near rela- 
tion to my Miss LaroUes ! 

When thèse, and some more anecdotes which I do not 
«o clearly remember, were told, the King left us, and 
went to Mr. Bernard Devves. A pause ensuing, I, too^ 

VOL. II. c c 
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drew back, meaning to return to my origioal station^ 
which, being opposite tbe fire, was never a bad one. l^ut 
the moment I began retreating, the Queen, bending for- 
ward, and speaking in a very low voice, said, "Miss 
Burney !" — and, upon my ooming up to her, almost in a 
whisper, cried, But sball we bave no more — notbin^ 
more?" 

I could not but understand he'r, and only sbook my 
head. 

The Queen tben, as if she thougbt she had said too 
much, witb great sweetness and condescension, drew 
bacl^erself, and, very delicately, said, 

To be sure it.is, I own, a very home question, for 
one who bas not the pleasure to know you«" 

I was. quite ashamed of tbis apology, but did not 
know what to say to it. But bow amiable a simplicity 
in her speaking of herself in such a style, — «* for one who 
bas not tbe pleasure to know you/' 

But, indeed," continùed she, presently, " I would 
not say it, only that I think from what bas been 
done, there is a power to do so much good — and good 
to young people — which is so very good a thing — that I 
cannot help wishing it could be." 

I felt very grateful for tbis speech, and for the very 
soft manner in which she said it; and I very much 
wislied to thank her, and was trying to mutter something, 
though not very intelligibly, when the King suddenly 
coming up to us, inquired what was going forward. 

The Queen readily repeated her kind speech. 

The King eagerly undertook to make my answer for 
me, crying, 

" O, but she will write! — she only waits for inclina- 
tion — she told me so." Then, speaking to me, he said,. 
*^What— isitnotso?" 
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I only laughed a Utile; and he again said to the 
Queen, 

"She will Write! She told me, just now, she had 
made no vow against it." 

No, no," cried the Queen, I hope not, indeed 

"A vow !" cried dear Mrs. Delany, "no, indeed, I 
hope she would not be so wicked — ^she who can so do 
what she does !*' 

" But she has not," said the King, earnestly; "she 
has owned that to me already." 

What excessive condescension, my dear Padre I 
I only wish,*' cried Mrs. Delany, " it could be as 
easily done, as it is earnestly and universally desired." 

" I doubt it not to be so desired,*' said the Queen. 

I w^s quite ashamed of ail this, and quite sorry to 
make no acknowledgment of their great condescension 
in pressing such a subject, and pressing it so much in 
eamest. But I really could get eut nothing, so that's 
the truth ; and I wish I could give a better account of 
my éloquence, my dear Padre and Susan. 

I cannot, however, in justice any more than in incli- 
nation, go on, till I stop to admire the sweetness of the 
Queen, and the considération of the King, in each 
making me a party in their gênerai conversation, before 
they made any particular address to me. 

They afterwards spoke of Mr. Webb, a Windsor mu- 
sician, who is master to the young Princesses, and who 
has a nose, from some strange calamity, of so enormous a 
Bize that it covers ail the middle of his face. I never saw 
so frightful a deformity. Mrs. Delany told the Queen I 
had met with him, accidentally, when he came to give a 

lesson to Miss P , and had been quite startled by him* 

I dare say so said her Majesty. I must tell 
Miss Burney a little trait of Sophia, about Mr. Webb." 
c c 2 



Digitized by 



388 



DIARY AND LETTERS [PART IX. 



A small table was before the Queen, who always has it 
brought when she is scatedy to put her tea or work upon, 
or, when she has neither, to look comfortable, I believe ; 
for certainly it takes oS much formality in a standing 
circle. And close to this, by the gracions motion of her 
head, she kept me* 

" When first," continued she, Mr. Webb was to 
corne to Sophia, I told her he had had some accident to 
disfigure his whole face, by making him an enormous nose; 
but I desired her to remember this was a misfortune» for 
which he ought to be pitied, and that she must be sure 
not to laugh at it, nor stare at it And she minded this 
very well, and behaved always very properly. But; 
while Lady Cremome was at the Lodge, she was with 
Sophia when Mr. Webb came to give her a lesson* As 
soon as he was named, she coloured very red, and ran 
up to Lady Cremome, and said to her in a whisper, 
^ Lady Cremome, Mr. Webb has got a very great nose, 
but that is only to be pitied — ^so mind you don't laugh !' ^ 

This little Princess is just nine years old ! 

The King joined us while the Queen was telling this, 
and added, " Poor Mr. Webb was very much discoun- 
tenanced when he first saw me, and tried to hide his 
nose, by a great nosegay, or I believe only a brancb, 
which he held before it : but really that had so odd a 
look, that it was worse, and more ridiculpus, than his 
nose. However, I hope he does not mind me, now, for 
I have seen him four or five times." 

After this, Mrs. Delany mentioned Madame de la 
Fîte, and her son. 

The Queen said He is a pretty little boy ; and when 
he goes .to school, it wili do him good.'' 

Where will she send him ?" said^the King. 

The Queen, looking at me, with a smile answered. 
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To the school where Mr. Lock puts his sons. I 
know that !" 

" And where is that?" 

Indeed I don't know ; where is it, Miss Buriiey ?" 
" At Cheam, ma'am." 
Oh, at young Gilpin's?" cried the King. "Is it 
near Mr. Locke's ?" 

Yes, sir ; within about six miles, I believe." 
The Queen^ then, with a little arch smile, that seemed 
to premise she should make me stare, said, 
" It was there, at Mr. Locke's, your sister laid in ?" 

yes, ma'am !" cried I, eut of breath with surprise» 
The King repeated my O yes ! and said, " I fancy — 

by that O — you were frightened a little for her ? 
What?'' 

I could not but assent to that; and the King, who 
seemed a good deal diverted at the accident — for he loves 
little babies too well to look upon it, as most people 
would, to be a shocking business^K^uestioned me about 
it, 

How was it ?" said he, — " how happened it ? Could 
not she get home ?" 

^' It was so sudden, sir, and so unexpected, there was 
no time." 

1 dare say," said the sweet Queen, Mrs. Locke was 
only very happy to have it at her house." 

" Indeed, ma'am," cried I, her kindness, and Mr.. 
Locke's would make anybody think so I but they are ail 
kindness and goodness." 

I have heard indeed," said the Queen, " that they 
are ail sensible, and amiable, and ingenuous, in that 
family." 

They are indeed," cried I, " and as ezemplary as they 
are accomplished." 
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I have never seen Mrs. Locke," said the King, sinee 
she was that high — ^pointÎDg to little Miss Dewes. 

And I," said the Queen — " I have never seen her ia 
my life ; but for ail that, from what I hear of her, I can- 
not help feeling interested iivhenever I only hear her 
name/' 

This^ with a good deal of animation, she said directly 
to me. 

Mr. William Locke, ma'am/' said Mrs. Delany, I 
nnderstand from Miss Burney, is now making the same 
Tironderful progress in painting that he had done before 
in drawing.'* 

" I have seen some of his drawings," said the Queen, 

which were charmiug." 

How old is he !" cried the King. 
Eighteeny âr." 

" Eighteen !" repeated the King—*' how time fliesl" 

** Oh ! for me," cried the Queen, I am always quar« 
relling with time ! It is so short to do something, and 
80 long to do nothing." 

She has now and then something foreign to our idiom, 
that has a very pretty effect. 

" Time,'* said the King, " always seems long when we 
are young, and short when we begin to grow old." 

But nothing makes me so angry," said the Queen, 

as to hear people not know what to do ! For me, I 
never have half time enough for things. But what makes 
me most angry still, is to see people go up to a wiudow 
and say, ' what a bad day ! — dear, what shall we do 
SQch a day as this?' 'What?' I say; 'why employ 
yonraelves; and then what signifies the bad day?' " 

Âfterwards, there was some talk upon sermons, and 
tlie Queen wished the Bishop of Chester would publish 
another volume. 
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No, no," said the King, you must not expect a 
man, while he continues preaching, to go on publishing. 
Every sermon printed, diminishes his stock for the 
pulpit." 

" Very true," said the Queen ; but I believe the 
Bishop of Chester has enough to spare." 

The King then praised Carr's sermons, and said he 
liked none but what were plain and unadorned. 

Nor I neither," said the Queen ; " but for me, it is, 
I suppose, because the others I don't understand." 

The King then, looking at his watch, said, " It is 
eight o'clock, and if we don't go now, the children will 
be sent to the other house." 

" Yes, your Majesty," cried the Queen, instantly 
rising. 

Mrs. Delany put on her Majesty 's cloak, and she took 
a very kind leave of her. She then curtsied separately 
to us ail, and the King handed her to the carriage. 

It is the custom for everybody they speak to to attend 
them out, but they would not sufFer Mrs. Delany to 

move. Miss P , Mr. Dewes, and his little daughter, 

and myself, ail accompanied them, and saw them in their 
€oach, and received their last gracions nods. 

When they were gone, Mrs. Delany confessed she 
had heard the King's knock at the door before she came 
into the drawing-room, but would not avow it, that I 
might not run away. Well ! being over was so good a 
thing, that ï could not but be content. 

The Queen, indeed, is a most charming woman. She 
appears to me full of sensé and graciousness, mingled 
with delicacy of mind and liveliness of temper. She 
speaks English almost perfectly well, with great choice 
and copiousness of language^ ihough now and then with 
foreign idiom, and frequently with a foreign accent Her 
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manners have an easy dignity, with a most engaging 
simplicity, and she bas ail that fine high breeding wbich 
tbe mind, not tbe station, gives, of carefully avoiding 
to distress tbose wbo converse witb ber, or studiously 
removing tbe embarrassaient sbe cannot prevent* 

Tbe King, bowever be may bave power, in tbe cabinet^ 
to command bimself;^ bas^ in private, tbe appearance of a 
cbaracter tbe most open and sincère. He speaks bis 
opinions witbout reserve, and seems to trust tbem intui- 
tively to bis bearers, from a belief tbey will make no ill 
use of tbem, His countenance is full of inquiry, to gain 
information witbout asking it, probably from beUeving 
tbat to be tbe nearest road to trutb. AU I saw of both 
ivas tbe most perfect good bumour^ good spirits, ease, and 
pleasantness. 

Their bebaviour to eacb otber speaks tbe most cordial 
confidence and bappiness. Tbe King seems to admire 
as mucb as be enjoys ber conversation, and to covet her 
participation in every tbing be eitber sees or bears. Tbe 
Queen appears to feel tbe most grateful regard for bim, 
and tomake it ber cbief study to raise bis conséquence 
with otbers, by always marking tbat sbe considers her- 
self, tbough Queen to tbe nation, only, to bim, tbe first 
and most obedient of subjects. Indeed, in tbeir différent 
ways, and allowing for tbe diflerence of tbeir cbaracters^ 
tbey left me equally cbarmed both with their bebaviour 
to eacb otber and to myself. 
. Friday. — Mrs. Delany went to tbe Lodge to-nigbt^ 
and, wben she came home, brought very kind words of 
tbe Queen's with respect to our meeting, wbich sbe now 
acknowledged she had mucb been wishing for. 

SuNDAY, Dec. 18. — This morning I went witb Miss 
P-— to bear tbe cathedral service at St. George's 
Chapel. That antique and vénérable structure gave me. 
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much pleasure, and the particular prayer offered up for 
the Knights of the Garter brought me back to the days of 
its founder, as I imagine it must have been used in thi& 
chapel from the time of Edward the Third. 

One of the gâtes of the old Castle I have a view of 
from a window in my bed-chamber, and I have a suf- 
ficient smattering of antiquarian affection to look at it 
with great satisfaction. 

Our preacher was Dr. L— — , and though he told us 
nothing either new or striking, he at least took care to 
give no disappointment after his first opening — by preach- 
ing in a manner that never drew our attention. 

MoNDAY, Dec. 19th. — Miss P , Mr. Bernard 

Dewes, his daughter, and myself, have been to Dr. 
Lind's, by repeated invitation, to see his Eastern cu- 
riosities. I was extremely well entertained there. His 
collection is chieây Chinese. He has a book of the 



It is not, however, so donV as to give a very clear 
idea of the opetation. He ^as also a curious book 
representing every part of a Chinese monastery, — build- 
ing, utensils, gods, priests, and idols ; it is very neatly 
and most elaborately executed, apd the colours are un- 
commonly vivid. A dictionary of the Chinese language, 
in which many folio pages contain but the varions uses 
of a single word, filled me with wonder at the prepos- 
terous pedantry that could contrive to make the whole 
life of man too short for learning to read and write. 
There is a class even for every letter, and more ways of 
varying it, by différent accents, than there are in French 
or English of varying every word that begins with the 
same letter. A book, too, of Chinese plants, very finely 
executed and brightly coloured, shewed how little their 



whole process 




described in prints. 
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artists want patience, though everything shews how 
little is the pleasure to be given by any pains without 
taste. 

♦ »**♦♦ 

Upon the whole, and for me, don't you think, my 
dear father and Susan, I comported myself mighty 
well in my grand interview ? Indeed, except quite at the 
first, I was infinitely more easy than I usually am with 
étrangers ; and the great reason of that was, that I had 
no fear of being frightened, nor shame of being ashamed ; 
for they, I was sure, were more accustomed to see people 
frightened and confused, than to iind them composed 
and undisturbed. But that is not the case with others, 
who cannôt, therefore, make the same allowance. 

In the evening, while Mrs. Delany, Miss P ■ , and 
I were sitting and working together in the drawing- 
room, the door was opened, and the King entered. 

We ail started up ; Miss P— — . flew to her modest post 
by the door, and I to my more comfortable one opposite 
the fire, which caused me but a slight and gentle retreat, 
and Mrs. Delany he immediately commanded to take 
her own place again. 

He was full of joy for the Princess Elizabeth. He 
had been to the lower Lodge, and found her in a sweet 
sleep, and she was now, he said, in a course of James's 
powders, from which he hoped her perfect restoration. I 
fear, however, it is still but precarious. 

Mrs. Delany congratulated him, and then inquired 
after the whooping-cough. The children, he said, were 
better, and were going to Kew for some days, to change 
the air. He and the Queen had been themselves, in the 
moming, to Kew, to see that their rooms were fit for their 
réception. He could not, he said, be easy to take any 
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account but from bis own eyes^ wbea they were sick. He 
seemsy indeed, one of tbe most tender fatbers in tbe 
world. 

I cannot prétend to write this meeting witb tbe method 
and minuteness of tbe first ; for tbat took me so long, tbat 
I bave not time to spare for sacb anotber détail. Besides, 
tbe novelty is now over, and I bave not tbe same induce- 
ment to be so very circumstautial. But tbe principal parts 
of tbe conversation I will write, as I recoUect. 

Our party being so small, be made ail tbat passed 
gênerai ; for tbougb be principally addressed bimself to 
Mrs. Delany, be always looked round to see tbat we 
heard bim, and frequently referred to us. 

I sbould mention^ tbougb, tbe étiquette always ob» 
served upon bis entrance, wbicb, first of ail, is to fly off to 

distant quarters ; and next, Miss P goes out, walking 

backwards, for more candies, wbicb sbe brings in, two at 
a time, and places upon tbe tables and piano-forte. Next 
sbe goes out for tea, wbicb sbe tben carries to bis Ma- 
jesty, upon a large salver^ containing sugar, cream^ and 
bread and butter, and cake, wbile sbe bangs a napkia 
over ber arm for bis fingers. 

Wben be bas taken bis tea, sbe returns to ber station» 
wbere sbe waits tillbe bas done, and tben takes awaybis 
cup, and fetcbes more. 

Tbis, it seems, is a ceremony performed, in otber 
places, always by tbe mistress of tbe bouse ; but bere, 
neitber of tbeir Majesties will permit Mrs. Delany to at- 
tempt it. 

Well ; but to return. Tbe King said be bad just been 
looking over a new pampblet, of Mr. Cumberland's, upon 
tbe cbaracter of Lord Sackville. 

"Ibave been asking Sir George Baker," said be, **if 
be bad read it, and be told me y es ; but tbat he could not 
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find out why Cumberland had written it. However, 
that, I think, I found out in the second page. For there 
he takes an opportunity to give a high character of him- 
self." 

He then enlarged more upon the subject, very frankly 
declaring in what points he difFered from Mr. Cumber- 
land about Lord Sackville ; but as I neither knew him^ 
nor had read the pamphlet, I could not at all enter into 
the subject. 

Mrs. Delany then mentioned something of Madame 
de Genlis, upon which the King eagerly said to me, 
*^ Oh, you saw her while she was here ?" 
" Yes, sir." 

" And — did she speak English ?" 
Yes, sir." 
And how ?" 

Extremely well, sir ; with very great facility." 
Indeed ? That always surprises me in a foreigner 
that has not lived here." 

Her accent is foreign, however; but her language is 
remarkably ready. 

He then spoke of Voltaire, and talked a little of his 
works, concluding with this strong condemnation of their 
tendency : — 

"I," cried he, think him a monster, I own it 
fairly." 

Nobody answered. Mrs. Delany did not qui te hear 
him, and I knew too little of his works to have courage 
to say anything about them. 

He next named Rousseau, whom he seemed to think 
of with more favour, though by no means with approba- 
tion. Here, too, I had read too little to talk at ail, 
though his Majesty frequently applied to me. Mrs. 
Delany told several anecdotes which had come to her 
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immédiate knowledge of him while he was in England» 
at which time lie had spent some days with her brother, 
Mr. Granville, at Calwich. The King, too, told others, 
ipvhich had come to his own ears, ail charging him with 
Savage pride and insolent ingratitude. 

Hère, however, I ventured to interfère ; for, as I knew 
he had had a pension from the King, I could not but wish 
his Majesty should be informed he was grateful to him. 
And as you, my dear father, were my authority, I 
thought it but common justice to the memory of poor 
Rousseau to acquaint the King of his personal respect for 
him. 

Some gratitude, sir," said I, " he was not without. 
When my father was in Paris, which was after Rousseau 
had been in England, he yisited him, in his garret, and 
the first thing he shewed him was your Majesty's portrait 
over his chimney." 

The King paused a httle while upon this ; but nothing 
more was said of Rousseau. 

The sermon of the day before was then talked over. 
Mrs. Delany had not heard it, and the King said it was no 
great loss. He asked me what I had thought of it, and 
we agreed perfectly, to -the no great exaltation of poor 
Dr. L 

Some time afterwards, the King said he found by the 
newspapers, that Mrs. Clive was dead. 

Do you read the newspapers ? thought I. O, King I 
you must then have the most unvexing temper in the 
world, not to run wild. 

This led on to more players. He was sorry, he said^ 
for Henderson, and the more as Mrs. Siddons had wished 
to have him play at the same house with herself. Then 
Mrs. Siddons took her turn, and with the warmest praise. 

"I am an enthusiast for her," cried the King, "quite 
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an enthusiast. I think tbere was nevev any player in 
my time so excellent — ^not Garrick himself ; I own it !" 

Then^ coming close to me^ who was silent, he said, — 

*'What? what?" — meaning, what say you? But I 
still said nothing ; I coald not concur where I thoti^bt 
80 differently, and to enter into an argument was qui te 
impossible; for every little thing I said^ the King 
listened to with an eagerness that made me always 
ashamed ot its insignificancy. And, indeed, but for that 
I should bave talked to bim witb much greater fluency, 
as well as ease. 

From players be went to plays, and complained of tbe 
great want of good modem comédies, and of tbe extrême 
immorality of most of tbe old ones. 

And they prétend," cried be, to mend tbem ; but 
it is not possible. Do you tbink it is ? — wbat ?" 

" No, sir, not often, I believe; — tbe fault, commonly, 
lies in tbe very foundation.'' 

" Yes, or tbey migbt mend the mere speecbes ; — ^but 
tbe cbaracters are ail bad from tbe beginning to tbe end." 

Tben he specified several; but I bad read none of 
tbem, and consequently could say nothing about tbe 
matter; — till, at last, be came to Shakespeare. 

"Was tbere ever,'' cried he, "such stuff as great 
part of Shakespeare? only one must not say so! But 
wbat think you?— What?— Is tbere not sad stuff? 
What?— what?'' 

'^Yes, indeed, I think so, sir, though mixed with 
sucb excellences, that — " 

<^ O I" cried be, laugbing good-bumouredly, I know 
it is not to be said I but it's true. Only it's Shakes- 
peare, and nobody dare abuse bim." 

Tben he enumerated many of tbe cbaracters and parts 
of plays that he objected to; and when he bad rua 
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them over, finished withjagain laughing, and exclaiming, 
But one shoald be stoned for saying so !" 
" Madame de Genlis, sir," said I, " had taken such 
an impression of the English théâtre, that she told me 
she thought no iivoman ought to go to any of our comé- 
dies." 

This, which, indeed, is a very overstrained censure of 
our dramas, made him draw back, and vindicate the 
stage from a sentence so severe ; which, however, she 
had pronounced to me, as if she looked upon it to be an 
opinion in which I should join as a thing past dispute. 

The King approved such a denunciation no more 
than his little subject ; and he vindicated the stage from 
so hard an aspersion, with a warmth not wholiy free from 
indignation. 

This led on to a good deal more dramatic criticism ; 
but what was said was too little followed up to be re- 
membered for writing. His Majesty stayed near two 
hours, and then wished Mrs. Delany good night, and 
having given me a bow, shut the door himself, to prevent 
Mrs. Delany, or even me, from attending him out, and^ 
with only Miss P— to wait upon him, put on his own 
great coat in the passage, and walked away to the 
lower lodge, to see the Princess Elizabeth, without car- 
nage or attendant. He is a pattem of modest, but 
manly superiority to rank. 

I should say more of this evening, and of the King, 
with whose unaffected conversation and unassuming port 
and manner I was charmed, but that I have another 
meeting to write, — ^a long, and, to me, very delightful 
private conférence with the Queen. It happened the 
very next morning. 

TuESDAY, Dec. 20th. — Ist, summons ; 2ndly, entrée. 
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" Miss Burney, have you heard that Boswell is goin^ 
to publish a life of your friend Dr. Johnson ?" 
« No, ma'am." 
I tell you as I heard. I don't know for the truth of 
it, and I can't tell what he will do. He is so extraor- 
dinary a man, that perhaps he will devise something ex-- 
traordinary. What do you think of Madame de Geniis' 
last work ?" 

have not read it, ma'am." 
Not read it?" 
(I believe she knew my copy, which lay on the table.) 
I said I had taken it to Norbury, and meant to read it 
with Mrs. Locke, but things then prevented. 

Oh ! (looking pleased) have you read the last édi- 
tion ofher 'Adèle?'" 
" No, ma'am." 

" Well, it is much improved ; for the passage, you 
know, Mrs. Delany, of the untruth, is ail altered ; fif- 
teen pages are quite new ; and she has altered it very 
prettily. She has sent it to me. She always sends me 
her Works; she did it a long while àgo, when I did not 
know there was such a lady as Madame de Genlis. 
You have not seen * Adèle,' then ?" 
No, ma'am." 

'* You would like to see it. But I have it not here. 
Indeed, I think sometimes I have no books at ail, for 
they are at Kew, or they are in town, and they are here ; 
and I don't know which is which. Is Madame de 
"Genlis about any new work ?" 

"Yes, ma'am; one which she intends ^ pour h peu- 

Ah, that will be a good work. Have you heard of— * 
(mentioning some German book, of which I forget the 
name.) 
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No, ma'am/' 

O, it will be soon translated ; very fine language, — 
very bad book. They translate ail our worst ! And 
they are so improved in language ; they write 80 finely 
now^ even for the most silly books, that it makcis one 
read on, and one cannot help it, O, I am very angry 
sometimes at that! Do you like the ' Sorrows of 
Werter?" 

" I — I have not read it, ma'am, only in part/' 
" No ? Well, I don't know how it is translated, but 
it is very finely writ in German^ and I can't bear it." 

I am very happy to hear jthat, for what I did look 
over made me détermine never to read it. It seemed 
only writ as a deliberate defence of suicide." 

Yes ; and what is worse, it is done by a bad man 
for revenge." 

She then mentioned, with praise, another book, saying, 

I wish I knew the translator." 
" I wish the translator knew that !" 
O — it is not — I should not like to give my name, 
for fear I have judged ili : I picked it up on a stall. O, 
it is amazing what good books there are on stalls." 

It is amazing to me,"" said Mrs. Delany, to hear 
that." 

" Why, I don't pick them up myself ; but I have a 
servant very élever ; and if they are not to be had at the 
booksellers', they are not for me any more than for 
another." 

She then spoke of Klopstock's Messiah," saying it 
oontained four lines most perfect on religion. 

"How I should like to see it. Is.it translated?" 
asked Mrs. Delany, turning to me. 

" m said her Majesty : " there is a story of Laza- 
rus and the Centurion's daughter; and another young 

VOL. II. D D 
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lady, Asyddel, he calls her ; and Lazarus is in love ; — 
a very pretty scène — no stopping; — but it .is out of 
place; — I was quite angry to read it. And a long con- 
versation between Christ and Lazarus — very strange I" 

" Yet Milton does that." 

"Yes." 

And then she went on discussing Milton : this led to 
WicklifFe, and Cranmer ; and she spoke of the Roman- 
catholic superstitions. 

" O, so odd ! Can it signify to God Almighty if I 
eat a pièce of fish or a pièce of meat? And, one of the 
Queen of France's sisters wears the heel of her shoe 
before, for a penance ; as if God Almighty could care 
forthatr 

" It is supposing in Him the caprice of a fine lady." 

" Yes, just so. Yet it is amusing, and pretty too, 
how sincère the lower people are, of the Catholics. I 

was with ray mother at , a Catholic town, and there 

was a lady we knew, had a very bad tooth-ache ; she 
sufFered night and day, and we were very sorry. But, 
over the river there was a Virgin Mary of great famé for 
miracles, and, one morning, when I wanted to get up,. 
our maid did not corne, and nobody knew where she 
was, and she could not be found. At last she came 
back with a large bouquet, which she had carried over 
the river in the night and got it blessed, and gave it to 
the lady to cure her tooth-ache. But we have Protestant 
nunneries in Gerraany. I belonged to one which wa& 
under the Impérial protection; there is one for royal 
families — one for noblesse ; the candidates' coats of arms. 
are put up several weeks to be examined, and if any fiaw 
is found, they are not elected. Thèse nunneries are in- 
tended for young ladies of little fortunes and high birth. 
There is great licence in them. They have balls, not at 
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home, but next door; and there is no restriction but to 
go to prayers at eight, at nine, and at night,— that is 
very little, you know, — and wear black or white. The 
drcss consista of three caps, one over tbe forehead, one 
for the back, one up high, and one lower, for the veil > 
very pretty ; and the gown is a vest, and the skirt has I 
don't know how many hundred plaits. I had the Cros& 
and Order, but I believe I gave it away when I came to 
England ; for you may transfer ; so I gave it to the 
Countess of —, a friend of mine." 

I could not help saying, how glad we ail were that she 
was no nun ! 

" Once," she continued, " I wanted to go to a chapel 
in that CathoHc town, and my mother said I should go 
if I would be sure not to laugh at anything ; and I pro- 
mised I would not; so, I took care to keep my eyes half 
shut, half open, thus, for fear I should see something to 
make me laugh, for my mother told me I should not 
corne out ail day if I laughed. But there was nothing 
ridiculous," 

[The mémorandum of the above conversation breaks 
ofF abruptly.] 



Mrs. Montagu to Miss Burney* 

Portman Square, Dec. 16th, 1785. 

Dear Madam, 
It is dangerous to indulge an opinion that any temp- 
tation could be absolutely irrésistible, and it would be 
absurd to urge it to Miss Burney, whose sentiments 
would contradict it, and whose writings teach better doc- 

* This letter is preserved merely as a spécimen of the epistolary 
style of so celebrated a person as the writer. 
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trines ; bo I cannot assert it was impossible not to seize 
the pretence I had to write to you, bùt I thought you 
vrould pardon my availing myself of it ; for indeed, my 
dear madame if ail people could^ few would be able to 
withstand the temptation of corresponding with you. 

Thismorning I took the liberty to send by the Wind- 
sor coach, directed to Mrs. Delany, a basket of game, 
containing a brace of partridges^ a moorgame, and a phea- 
sant, and beg, if they are not delivered, that you would 
order one of her servants to call at the inn wbere the 
stage sets up, and make inquiry after it. I could not 
address myself to Mrs. Delany on this occasion, for it 
would be impossible for me to write to her withont toueh- 
ing on a subject too affecting to us both. I have known 
by sad expérience the agonies excited, the wounds of the 
breast torn open afresh, by letters of condolence. How- 
ever, there is some degree of comfort in affliction, de-- 
rived from the assurance of another's sympathy; but 
in this case, where my own misfortune and loss was 
so great, it was quite unnecessary to expi-ess the share 
I took in the sad event; nor was there any argu- 
ment of consolation which was not to be found in 
the characters of the deceased and surviving friend; 
80 that Mrs. Delany would best read them in her 
own^ and the excellent virtues of the friend she had 
lost. Nor indeed can anything administer comfort, 
but the well-grounded confidence, that after a short sépa- 
ration, there will be a re-union in an etemal state. Most 
truly and emphatically is it said, " the sting of death is 
sin,*' whether the dart assail us in our own person, or 
that of the friend one loves. 

Their Majesties' goodness must have been to Mrs. 
Delany the best support in affliction which this world 
could give ; their acts were princely, but the sentiments 
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they have shewn in their manner are angelical. May 
the hearts where such virtues dwell never feel affliction 
more ! Thi^ will ever be my earnest wish, and was my 
eamest prayer while Princess Elizabeth was ill. I 
hope her Royal Highness is now out of ail danger. 

I had the pleasure df meeting Dr. Burney atdioner at 
Mrs. Vesey's last week. The society was very agreeable, 
which may easily be imagined, as the doctor made a part 
of it ; but my poor friend is so deaf, she lest much of the 
pleasant table-talk. She is still much afflicted ; the 
agrémens which she found in the society of Mr. Vesey she 
regrets the loss of; and he had not those virtues from 
whence consolation can be drawn. A frippery character» 
like a gaudy flower, may please while it is in bloom ; but 
it is the virtuous only that^ like the aromatics, préserve 
their sweetand reviving odour when withered. 

I beg you would take some opportunity to présent my 
most aiFectionate and sincère respects to Mrs. Delany. 

I have solicited Dr. Burney tomeet some of his friends 
at dinner here on Wednesday : I need not say how happy 
I should have been to have had a hope of your being of 
the party ; but I am afraid we shall not get yoù to Lon- 
don till the Christmas holidays are over. 

I ask pardon for having intruded this long letter on 
your time and patience. . With great esteem, I am» 
Dear madam, yours, &c. 

E. MONTAOU. 



Miss F» Burney to Mrs. Burney. 

Windsor, Dec. 17th, 1785. 

My dearest Hetty, 
I am sonry I could not more immediately write ; but 
I*rea11y have not had a moment since your last. 
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Now I know what you next want is, f o hear acoounts 
of kiogs, queens, and sucli royal personages. O ho ! 
do you 80 ? Well. 

Shall I tell you a few matters of fact ? — or, had you 
rather a few matters of étiquette ? Oh, matters of éti- 
quette, you cry 1 for. matters of fact are short and stupid, 
and anybody can tell, and everybody is tired with them.. 

Very well, take your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beçinning. 

You know I told you, in my last, my varions difficul* 
ties, what sort of preferment to tum my thoughts to, and 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion of 
décision, by suggesting that a handsome pension for^ 
nothing at al] would be as well as working night and 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, the 
more I liked. Thinking serred it for a hot-house, and 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon my 
pillow. : Delighted that thus ail my contradictory and 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind was 
peaceably settled what to wish and to demand, I gave 
over ail further méditation upon choice of élévation» 
and had nothing more to do but to make my élection 
known. 

My next business, therefore, was to be presented. 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither had 
been.their own désire, and they had eamestly pressed its 
exécution. I had only to prépare myself for the ren- 
counter. 

You would never believe — ^you, who, distant from 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — ^the 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a proper 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crowns 
are quite other sort of rotundas. 
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Now, then, to the étiquette. I inquired into every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal life» 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find yourself in the royal présence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directions for coughing, sneezing, or moving, before 

the King and Queen. 
In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickling in your throat, you must arrest it from 
œaking any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 
' In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a véhément cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose-membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
•its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repuise breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must nof, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing ; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them ofF ; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
€ver, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
Ihe inside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief ; 
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taking care, meanwhile^ to do it so cautiouBly as to make 
no apparent dent outwardly. And, with that précaution» 
if you eyen gnaw a pièce out, it will not be minded, only 
be sure either to swallow it, or commit it to a corner of the 
inside of your mouth till they are gwie — ^for you must 
not spit. 

I have many other directions^ but no more paper ; I 
will endeavour, however, to have them ready for you in 
time. Perhaps, meanwhile, you would be glad to know if 
I have myself had opportunity to put in practice thèse 
receipts ? 

How can I answer in this little spaceî ,My love 
to Mr. B. and the little ones, and remember me kindly 
to cousin Edward, and believe me, my dearest Esther, 

Most affectionately yours, 

F. B. 
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PAET X. 
1786. 

Diary resumed, 

[The records of the early part of this year are few, 
and the topics of them are chiefly of a private nature^ 
until the correspondence reaches a subject which formed 
an era in Miss Burney's life — ^her connexion with the 
court and household of Queen Charlotte.] 

SuNDAY, May 21. — I have now quite a new business 
to Write upon. Late on Saturday night^ news reached my 
father of the death of the worthy Mr. Stanley^ who bas 
been long in a declining state of health. His place of 
Master of the King's band my dear father had been 
promised formerly. Now he was once more to apply 
for it; and early on Sunday moming he went to Mr. 
Smelt, to beg his advice what way to proceed. 

Just as I was at the door, and going to charch, my 
father retumed, and desired me to corne back, as he had 
something to communicate to me. Mr. Smelt, he then told 
me, had counselled him to go instantly to Windsor, not 
to address the King, but to be seen by him. Take 
your daughter," he said, " in your hand, and walk upon 
the terrace. The King's seeing you at this time he will 
understand^ and he is more likely to be touched by a 
hint of that délicate sort than by any direct application.'* 
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My father determined implicitly to follow this advice. 
But let me not omit asingular little circumstance, which 
much enlivened and encouraged our expédition. While 
I was changing my dress for the journey, I received a 

letter from Miss P , which was sent by a private 

handy and ought to have arrived sooner, and which 
pressed my visit to my dear Mrs. Delany very warmly, 
and told me it was by the Queen's express wish. This 
gave me great spirits for my dear father's enterprise, and 
I was able to help his on the road, from so favourable 
a symptom. 

When we got to Windsor, my father saw me safe to 
Mrs. Delany's, and then went himself to Dr. Lind's. 
With what joy did I fly into the dear, open arms of this 
most vénérable of women ! Her réception had ail the 
warm liveliness of pleasant surprise, addêd to its un^ 
failing kindness. I spent about two hours with her, 
most sweetly indeed ; she unbosomed ail her cares and 
sorrows, with that trusting openness that twines her 
round my heart, and makes it take a part, such as it 
feels for its own, in ail her sadnesses and solicitudes. 
Grievous it is indeed, grievous and most melancholy, 
that, at her very great âge, good, pure, and excellent 
as she is, sadness and solicitude should fall to her lot. 
But ail her primitive sensibility remains unimpaired, 
and some there are who put it to most cruel proof. 

Miss P 5 with her usual partiality, was in high glee 

from the surprise. I dined and drank tea with them. 
Mrs. Delany wished nie to continue with her, and make 
my visit, so long delayed, from that time; but I had 
two positive engagements for Monday and Tuesday, that 
could not well be broken. But I promised to go after 
that day whenever she pleased. She related to me 
the most fiattering speech made to her by the Queen, 
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aboat my coming to her as the friend best suited to 
solace her in her disturbances/' and assured me she 
had quite interested faerself in pressing Mrs. Delany to 
hasten me. 

'Tis very extraordinary what a gracions disposition 
towards me this sweet Queen always manifeste) and 
what peculiar élégance there is in the expressions she 
makes use of in my favour. They were now particularly 
well-timed, and gave me most pleasant hopes for my 
dear father. He^ came to tea at Mrs. Delany's, and, at 
the proper hour, went to the terrace, with the good- 
natured Dr. Lind, who is always ready to oblige. ï 
waited to go with a female party^ which was arranged 
for me by Mrs. Delany, and soon foUowed: — it was 
Lady Louisa Clayton, Miss Clayton, her danghter^n- 
law, and Miss Emily, her own daughter^ with Miss 
P— . 

AU the royal family were already on the terrace before 
we arrived. The King and Queen^ and the Prince of 
Mechlenberg^ and her Majesty's mother, walked together. 
Next them the Princesses and their ladies, and the young 
Princes, making a very gay and pleasing procession, of 
one of the finest families in the world. Every way they 
moved, the crowd retired to stand up against the wali as 
they passed, and then closed in to foUow. When they 
approached towards us, and we were retreating, Lady 
Louisa Clayton placed me next herself, making her 
daughters stand below — a politeness and attention with- 
eut which I had certainly not been seen; for the moment 
their Majesties advanced, I involuntarily looked down, 
and drew my hat over my face. I could not endure to 
stare at them, and, fuU of our real errand, I felt ashamed 
even of being seen by them. The very idea of a design, 
however far from illaudable, is always distressing and 
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uncomfortable. Coneequently^ I should hâve stood in 
the herd, and unregarded ; but Lady Louisa's kindness 
and good breeding.put me in a place too conspicuous to 
pass unnoticed. The moment the Qneen had spoken to 
her, which she stopped to do as soon as she came up to 
ber, she inquired, in a whisper^ who was with her ; as I 
know, by hearing my own name given for the aûswer. 
The Queen then instantly stepped nearer me, and asked 
me how I did ; and then the King came forward, and, 
as soon as he had repeated the same questiori, said^ Are 
you come to stay ?" 

" No, sir, not now." 

" No; but how long shall you stay ?" 
I go to-night, sir." 

I was sure," cried the Queen^ " she was. not come to 
stay, by seeing her fatber." 

I was glad by this to know my father had been ob- 
served. 

And when did you come ?" cried the King. 
" About two hours ago, sir." 

And when do you return again to Windsor?*' 
" Very soon, I hope, sir.'* 

«And — and — and — " cried he, half laughing, and 
hesitating significantly, "pray, how goes on the 
Muse?" 

At first I only laugbed, too ; but he repeated the in- 
quiry, and then I answered, ^' Not at ail, sir." 

''No ? But why ?— why not ?'' 

« I — I — I am afraid, sir,*' stammcred I, and true 
enougfa, I am sure. 

" And why ?" repeated he— of what ?'* 

I spoke something, — I hardly know what myself, — so 
indistinctly, that he could not hear me, though he had 
put his head quite under my hat, from the beginning of 
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the little conférence ; and, after another such question 
or two, and no greater satisfaction in the answer, be 
smiled very good-humouredly, and walked on, his 
charming Queen by his side. His condescension con- 
fuses, though it delights. me. 

We stayed some time longer on the terrace, and my 
poor father occasionally joined me ; but he looked so con- 
scious and depressed, that it pained me to see him. 
There is nothing that I know so very dejecting as soli- 
citation. I am sure I could never, I believe, go through 
a task of that soft. My dear father was no€ spoken to^ 
though he had a bow every time the King passed him, 
and a curtsey from the Queen. But it hurt him, and 
he thought it a very bad prognostic ; and ail there vas 
at ail to build upon was the graciousness shewn to me, 
which, indeed, in the manner I was accosted, was very 
flattering, and, except to high rank, I am told, very rare. 

We stayed but a very short time with my sweet Mrs. 
Delany, whose best wishes you are sure were ours. I 
told her our plan, and our full conviction that she could 
not assist in it, as the obligations she herself owes are so 
great and so weighty, that any request from her would 
be encroaching and improper. 

We did not get home tiÙ past eleven o'clock. We 
were then informed that Lord Brudenel had called to say 
Mr. Parsons had a promise of the place from the Lord 
Chamberlain. This was not very exhilarating. 

I had been invitted by Mr, Cambridge to pass a day 
at Twickenham with Mr. and Mrs. Hastings, who had 
proposed to carry me thither with them : accordingly, 

Wednesday, May 24th. — Mrs. Hastings sent her 
carriage here before ten o'clock. I made her and Mr. 
Hastings a visit of about half an hour previously to our 
journey. I am quite charmed with Mr. Hastings ; and, 
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indeed, from ail I can gather, and ail I can observe, — 
both wbich are but little,— he appears to me to be one 
of the greatest men now living, as a public charàcter ; 
while, as a private one, his gentleness, candeur, soft 
manners^ and openness of disposition, make him one of 
the most pleasing. 

The little journey was extremely agreeable. He spoke 
with the utmost frankness of his situation and affairs, 
and with a noble confidence in his certainty of victory 
over his enemies, from his consciousness of integrity and 
lionour, that filled me with admiration and esteem for 
him. 

Mrs. Hastiugs is lively, obliging, and entertaining, 
and so adored by her husband, that, in her sight and 
conversation he seems to find a recompense, adéquate to 
all his wishes, for the whole of his toils, and long dis- 
turbances and labours. How rare, but how sweet and 
pleasant, the sight of such unions ! 



[A vacancy at this time odcurred in the royal house- 
hold, from the résignation of Madame Haggerdorn, one 
of the Queen's German attendants who, together with 
Madame Schwellenberg, held the office of Keeper of the 
Robes. The place was much sought after, but her Majesty 
had been so well pleased with what she saw of Miss Bur- 
ney, that she graciously empowered Mr. Smelt to offer 
her this situation, allowing her time to consider and weigh 
its advantages. 

Miss Burney,though deeply grateful for such a distinc-^ 
tioD,foresaw with alarm the séparation from her family and 
the total confinement it would occasion ; and, in her per- 
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plexity how to décide, she wrote the foUowing leiter to 
her judicious and faithful friend, the laie Miss Cam- 
bridge.] 

To Miss Cambridge. 

Monday, June, — 86- 
" I will share/' says my dearest Miss Cambridge, in a 
letter, not long ago, " in ail your cares — ail your joys.'* 
Is it fair in me, beginning, perforée, by the worst, to take 
you at your generous word? Yes, I hope it is — for 
would you have invited such a participation, and not 
hâve wished it ? No, I know your noble sincerity too 
well, and I call upon you to speak to me in those words 
you would speak to yourself, when I have told you the 
subjectof my présent difficulty. 

' It is only by minds such as yours — as my Susan's, Mrs. 
Delany's, and Mrs. Locke's — -my four invaluable friends, 
that I can hope to*be even understood, when I speak of 
difficulty and distress from a proposai apparently only ad- 
vantageous. But Susan's wishes are so certainly and 
învariably my own, that I wish to spare her from hearing 
of this matter till the décision is made ; Mrs. Delany, 
with ail her indulgent partiality, is here too deeply inte- 
rested on the other side to be consulted without paining 
her ; and Mrs. Locke has an enthusiasm in her kindness 
that makes every plan seem cruel to her that puts or keeps 
us asunder. Li this particular case, therefore, I shall 
apply for no opinion but yours, — yours, which I may here 
peculiarly trust, from knowing that it unités the two pré- 
cise qualities that suit itforjudging my situation^ — a 
strong sensé of duty, with a disinterested love of inde- 
pendence. And you are libéral enougb^ too, I am sure, 
to permit me openly to tell you that I do not beg your 
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tf advice with a premeditated resolution to follow it ; but 

simply with a view to weigh and compare your ideas 
with my own, in the same manner I should do could I 
talk the matter over with you instead of writing it. 

I now corne straight to the point. 

Yesterday evening, while I was with Mrs. Delany, 
Mr. Smelt arrived from Windsor, and desired a private 
conférence with her ; and, when it was over, a separate 
one with me : surprising me not a little, by entreating 
me to suffer some very home questions from him, relative 
to my situation, my views, and even my wishes, with re- 
spect to my future life. At first, I only laughed : but 
my merriment a little failed me, when he gave me to 
. understand he was commissîoned to make thèse inquiries 
by a great personage, who had conceived so favourable 
an opinion of me as to be désirons of undoubted informa- 
tion, whether or not there was a probability she might 
permanently attach me to herself and her family. 

You cannot easily, my dear Miss Cambridge, picture 
to yourself the consternation with which I receiyed this 
intimation. It was such that the good and kind Mr. Smelt, 
perceiving it, had the indulgence instantly to offer me 
his services, first, in forbearing to mention even to my 
father. his commission, and next in fabricating and 
carrying back for me a respectfui excuse. And I must 
always consider myself the more obliged to him, as I saw 
in his own face the utmost astonishment and disappoint- 
ment at this réception of his embassy. 

I could not, however, reconcile to myself concealing 
from my dear father a matter that ought to be settled by 
himself ; yet I frankly owned to Mr^ Smelt that no 
situation of that sort was suited to my own taste, or pro- 
mising to my own happiness. 

He seemed equally sorry and surprised ; he expatiated 
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warmly upon tbe sweetxiess of character of ail the royal 
family, and then begged me to consider the very pecu- 
liar distinction shewn me, that, unsolidted; unsought, I 
had been marked out with such personal &vour by the 
Queen herself, as a person with whom she had been so 
singularly pleased, as to wish to settle me with one of 
the princesses, in préférence to the thousands of ofiered 
candidates, of high birth and rank, but small fortunes, 
who were waiting and supplicating for places in tbe 
new-forming establishment. Her Majesty proposed 
givitig me apartments in the palace; making me be- 
long to the table of Mrs. Schwellenberg, with whom 
ail her own visitors — ^bishops, lords, or commons~always 
dîne; keeping me. a footman, and settling on me £200 a 
year. And in such a situation," he added, so re- 
spectably o£Pered, not solicited, you may have oppor- 
tunities of serving your particular friends, — especially 
your father, — such as scarce any other could aiford 
you." 

My dear Miss Cambridge will easily feel that this was 
a plea not to be answered. Yet the attendance upon this 
Prinçess was to be incessant, — the confinement to the 
court continuai ; — I was scarce ever to be spared for a 
single visit from the palaces, nor to receive anybody 
but with permission, — and, my dear Miss Cambridge^ 
what a life for me, who bave friends so dear to me, and 
to whom friendship is the balm, the comfort, the very 
support of existence 1 

Don't think me ungrateful, meanwhile, to the sweet 
Queen, for thus singling out and distinguishing an ob- 
scure and most unambitiqus individual. No indeed, lam 
quite penetrated with her partial and mo§t unexpected 
condescension : but yet, let me go through, for her sake, 
my tasks with what cheerfulness I may, the deprivations I 
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must suffer would inevitably keep me frpm ail possibility 
of happiness. 

Though I said bat little^ my dear Mrs. Delany wms 
disturbed and good Mr. Smelt much mortified, that a 
proposition which had appeared to them the most flat- 
tering and honourable, should be heard only with dé- 
jection. I cast, however, the whole into my father's dis- 
posai and pleasure. 

But I bave time for no more détail, than merely to 
say, that till the oifer cornes in form, no positive answer 
need be given, and therefore that I am yet at liberty. 
Write to me, then, my dearest Miss Cambridge, with ail 
your fiillest honesty, and let me know which you wish to 
strengthen-^my courage in making my real sentiments 
openly known, or my fortitude in concealing what it may 
be right I should endure. 

The moment this affair is decided, as I shall then 
strive to make the best of it, whatever be my décision, I 
shall entreatyou to return me this letter, or commit it to 
the fiâmes. The measles will keep ofF any meetings at 
Windsor for some time. I hope, therefore, to receive 
your answer before I am obliged to speak finally. 

Can you forgive me this trouble? If matters take the 
tum I so much dread, I shall not giye you much more I 

If it should be in my power, I still intend to defer my 
going to Windsor till ail this is arranged. 

Âdieu! my dearest Miss Cambridge; I am sorry to 
send you a letter written in such confusion of mind. 

MoNDAY NiGHT. — I have now to add, that the zealous 
Mr. Smelt is just returned from Windsor, whither he 
went again this morning, purposely to talk the matter 
over with her Majesty. What passed I knownot, — ^but the 
resuit is, that she has desired an interview with me herself ; 
it i$ to take place next Monday, at Windsor. I now see the 
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end — I see it next to inévitable. I can suggest nothing 
upon earth that I dare say for myself, in an audience so 
generousiy meant. I cannot even to my father utter niy 
reluctance, — I see him so much delighted at the prospect 
of an establishment he looks upon as so honoarable. But 
for the Queen's own word permanent^ — but for her de- 
xîlared désire to to attach me entirely to herself and 
family, — I should share in his pleasure ; but what can 
make me amends for all I shall forfeit ? But I must do 
the best I can. Write me a comforting and strengthening 
. letter^ my dearest Miss Cambridge. I have no heart to 
Write to Mickleham, or Norbury. I know how they will 
grieve : — they have expected me to spend the whole sum- 
mer with them. My greatest terror is, lest the Queen, 
from what Mr. Smelt hinted, should make me promise 
myself to her for a length of years. What can I do to 
avoid that? Anything that has a period is endurable; 
but what can I object that will not sound ungratefui, to 
the honour she is doing me and meaning me ? She has 
given the most highly âattering reasons for making this 
^application, in préférence to listening to that of others; 
she has put it upon terms of commendation the most 
45oothing ; she is, indeed, one of the sweetest chai'acters 
jn the world. Will you, too, condemn me, then, that I 
feel thus oppressed by her proposai ? I hope not, — 
think not; — but be very honest if you really do. I wish 
I could see you I It is not from nervousness ; — I have 
always and uniformly had a horror of a life of attend- 
ance and dependence. 

Don't be uneasy about me, however ; for, this one week 
of conflict over, I shall set all my faculties at work to do 
the best, and think the least I can. And, till that time 
cornes, I must not venture to write to my poor Susan. 
She and Mrs. Locke have long feared this. I thought 
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their fears so vain, so partial, so almost absurd, tbat I never 
heeded them. Yet I now hear the Queen bas been form- 
ing this plan ever since I had first tbe honour 6f knowing 
her; and sbe bas been making tbe minutes! inquiries 
from tbat time into my conduct and disposition, and ail 
tbat belongs to me. How little did I suspect it ! 

Could I but save myself from a lasting bond, — from a 
promised dévotion ! Tbat is tbe great point of ail, my 
dearest Miss Cambridge, in wbicb, if you dan belp me 
to suggest something tbat will not sound disrespectfrd or 
. improper, you will serve me iixdeed. 

[Tbe answer to tbis letter does not appear ; but Miss 
Burney's grateful sensé of ber Majesty's goodness, and 
tbe désire avowed by Dr. Bumey and Mrs. Delany 
tbat so honourable and advantageous an ofier sbould not 
be declined, ail concurred to make ber accept it ; and tbe 
foUowing letter to ber fatber sbews tbe final resuit of bei 
délibérations, and ber afiectionate care to prevent bim 
from perceiving ber uneasiness.] 

F. B. 



Miss F. Bumey to Dr. Bumey. 

Monday, June 19th, 1786. 

How great must bave been your impatience, dearest 
sir ! but my interview bas . only tbis moming taken 
place. Every tbing is settièd, and to-morrow moming 
I go to tbe Queen's Lodge, to see tbe apartments, and to 
receive my instructions. 

I must confess myself extremely frigbtened and fuU of 
alarmSy at a cbange of situation so great, so unexpected, 
so untbougbt of. Wbetber I sball suit it or not, Hea- 
ven only knows, but I bave a tbousand doubts. Yet 
notbing could be sweeter tban the Queen,— more en- 
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couraging, more gœtle» or more ddicate* She did not 
Bsk me ooe question oonœming mj qunliûcatàom for the 
charge; she ooly said, with the most condeiee&diaig 
sofixiess» I aia sure. Miss Bum^, we AM mit eue 
another very wdl.'' And, anodier tôse, <<I am anre 
we shall do very wdl togàhetJ* 

And 'wbat is dear Sir, you suppose to be my busi- 
ness? Not to attend any of tlie PriOfCesses — but the 
Queen herself I This, indeed, was a delightfol henring^ 
reverencing and admiric^ her as I hâve ao sinœrely doue 
ever sinee I first saw her« And in this, my amazement 
is pr(^3ortioned to my satisfaction ; fi)r the place desi^ed 
me is that of Mrs* Haggerdona, wlio came vith her fram 
Germany, and it will put me more immediately and more 
constandy in her présence dian any other fdace, but 
that of Mrs. SchweUenberg, in the Court 

The prepossesaion the Qoesa has taken in my fmrour 

is truly extraoïdinary, for it seems as if her real vieir was, 

as Mr. Smelt hinted, to attadi me to her person. She 

has been long, she told Mrs. Delany, looking out for 

one to supply the place of Mrs. H., whose ill health 

forces her back to^Germany : *^ and I was led to think of 

Miss Burney, first by her books ; then by seeing her ; 

then by always faearing how she was loved by her friends ; 

but chiefly by ypur frioidahip foir her.^ 

I fancy my appointmeot wîU take place very soon. 
« . « • « # 

RB. 

MU$ P. Burney tê Dr, Burmy. 

Windsor» Jane âM, 1786. ^ 

Most dear Sir, 
I am sure you will be glad tohear I hâve got ooe ftw- 
mality over, that was very disagreeable to my expecta- 
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tions. I have been iatroduced to Mrs. Haggerdorn 
whom I am to succeed, and to Mrs. Schwellenberg? whom 
I am to accompany. Tbis passed at the Queen's Eodge» 
in their own apartments, this morning. I cannot eanly 
describe the sensation with which I entered that dwd- 
ling, — the thoughts of its so soon becoming my habita- 
tion, — ^and the great hazard of how aU will go on in it 
— and the sudden change ! 

Every thing was perfectly civil and easy ; the Queen 
bad herself prepared them to receive me, and requested 
me to go. 

Tiiey made no ose of the meeting in the way of busi- 
ness ; it was merely a visit of previous ceremony. 

I hope to get to town on Thursday ; I shall have very 
little time, indeed, for a multiplicity of things to do^ and 
to order^ and to settle. 

Nbbody bas been told of this afFair here as yet, bat 
Mrs. S. and Mrs. H., and Lady Weymouth, who is now 
in waiting, to attend the Queen to the Races. 

I am to go again to the Queen's Lodge, in order to 
receive some instructions from Mrs. Haggerdorn, in pré- 
sence of her Majesty : and I hope that will take place 
to-morrow, as I cannot leave Windsor till it is done. 

The utmost astonishmenc will take place throughout 
the G)urt when they hear of my appointment. Every- 
body bas settled some successor to Mrs. Haggerdorn; and 
I have never, I am very sure^ been suggested by a single 
person. I saw, this morning, by nll that passed with Mrs. 
S., how unexpected a step her Majesty bas taken. The 
place, she told me, had been solicited, distantly, by thoa- 
sands and thoosands of women of fashion and rank. 

As my coming away cannot be fixed, on acconnt of my 
going again to the Lodge, and as I shall want to decamp 
the very instant I have it in my power, we think it wiD 
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be best for you, dearest sir, to bring me back, instead of 
fetching me. Indeed I shall want ^1 the encouragement 
and ail the support you can give me, flattering as the 
whole of this business is, to enter upon such a new scène, 
and prépare for such painful séparations, with any spirit 
or cheerfulness. 

Adieu again, dearest, dearest, sir, 

Most dutifuUy and affectionately, yours, 

F. B. 



Miss Bumey to Mrs. Francis^ AyUsham^ Norfolk. 

St. Mailings Street» June 27th, 1786. 

My sweet Charlotte's kind indulgence to my long 
silence has been very, very dearly accepted. It is like 
your ever affectionate mind to believe and feel for my 
hurries. New ones that you dream not of have occupied, 
and now occupy me. 1 must tell you them briefly, for 
1 have scarce a moment ; but it would be very vexations 
to me that any pen but my own should communicate 
any event material to me, to my dear Charlotte* 

Her Majesty has sent me a message, express, near a 
fortnight ago, with an offer of a place at Court, to suc- 
ceed Mrs. Haggerdorn, one of the Germanswho accom» 
panied her to England, and who is now retiring into 
her own country. 'Tis a place of being constantly about 
her own person, and assisting in her toilette, — ^a place of 
much confidence, and many comforts; apartments in 
the palace ; a footman kept for me'; a coach in common 
with Mrs. Schwellenberg ; 200/. a-year, &c. &c. 

I have been in a state of extrême disturbance ever 
since, from the reluctance I feel to the séparation it will 
cause me from ail my friends. Those, indeed, whom I 
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most love, I shall be able to invite to me in the palace ; 
but I see little or no possibility of being able to make, 
what I most value, excursions into the country. 

When you come, however, my dearest Charlotte, I 
shall certainly take measures for seeing you, either iri 
Town, or at Windsor, or both. 

So new a scène, so great a changé, so uncertain à 
success, frightens and depresses me ; though the extrême 
sweetness of the Queen, in so unsolicited an honour, so 
unthought of a distinction, binds me to her with a dévo- 
tion that will make an attendance upon her light and 
pleasant. I repine only at losing my loved visits to the 
country, Micklebam, Norbury, Chesington, Twicken- 
ham, and Aylesham, as I had hoped ; ail thèse I must 
now forego. 

Every body so violently congratulâtes me, that it 
seems as if aU was gain. However, I am glad they are 
ail so pleased. My dear father is in raptures ; that is my 
first comfort. Write to wish him joy, my Charlotte, 
without a hint to him, or any one but Susan, of my 
confessions of my internai reluctance and fears. 

You may believe how much I am busied. I have bee» 
presented at the Queen's Lodge in Windsor, and seen 
Mrs. Haggerdorn in office, and find I have a place of 
really nothing to do, but to attend; and on Thursday I am 
appointed by her Majesty to go to St. James's, to see 
ail that belongs to me there. And I am now fUtitig ont 
just as you were, and ail the maids and workers suppose 
I am going to be married, and snigger every time they 
bring in any of my new attire. I do not care to pub- 
lish the affair, till it is made known by authority ; so I 
leave them to their. conjectures, and I fancy their 
greatest wonder is, who and where is the sposo ; for they 
must think it odd he should never appear J 

F. B. 
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Miss Bumey to Doctor Bumey. 

Qaeen'8 Lodge, Windsor, Joly 20Ui, 1786. 
Never were tears so sweet as those I bave this moment 
been shedding over my beloved father's most kiad letter. 
Fraise such as this, coming from the very hand in the 
whole world tbat can make it most vàluable to me, quite 
melts me. The confidence you feel in my weH-doing 
is most grateful to my heart, and most encouraging to 
my spirits. 

What my difficultés are to be, I know not» nor wbat 
my dangers ; but everybody speaks of this as a situation 
abounding in both, and requiring the most indefatigable 
prudence and foresight. At présent, howevar, I see 
none: I am happy, indeed, to tell my dearest father 
that my road bas grown smoother and smoother, and 
that whatever précipices and brambles I may bave to 
encounter, they bave not appeared to terrify, me on the 
onset, and that I therefore hope they will not occur tili 
I am 80 well prepared to see them, tbat I shall know 
bow 10 slip aside, without tumbling irom one, or being 
torn by the other. 

What a delightful writing-box ! with what pleasure 
shall I always think of who sent it, and the sweet, sweet 
letter that accompanied it, whenever I use it ; and tbat 
will be continually, for I bave none other. I am now 
making my first experiment of ail its contents. May I 
but send you letters as pleasant from it as the first letter 
I hâve found in it I 

Sweet Mrs. Delany cornes to me this afternoon ; she 
bas already made me two visits. I shall read ber what 
you say of ber, if we are alône, for I know it will much 
gratify ber. 

Tuesday, after I lost you, and yesterday, I was re* 
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ceiving congratulatory visits from the ladies of the 
Household) during ail iny leisure time. Lady Charlotte 
Finch came in the morning^ and was extremely civil 
indeed. I returned her visit, and that of her sister, Lady 
Liouisa Clayton, this mornhig, for I was desred to walk 
out) for health and exercise, in the most gracions 
manner. Mrs. Fielding has been with me also, renew- 
ing our town acquaintance. Madame La Fite calls 
every day. Miss Goldsworthy has made an opening; 
Lady Elizabeth Waldegrave brought her sister, Lady 
Caroline, to sit with me for half an hour before they 
went upon the Terrace ; and Miss Planta came the first 
momiog. 

To-day^ Lady Effingham, Lady Frances Howard, and 
Sir George, who came to wait upon the Queen, ail 
entered my room, and introduced themselves to me, with 
a very âattering speech, of desiring to cultivate, &c, ; but 
most unluckily, I was just going to dress, and was obliged 
to tell them so, though I could hardly get such words 
out ; and to make them leave me at once. The shock, 
however, was ail mine ; for they are too much used to a 
court to receive any from submitting to its train of sub- 
ordinate étiquettes. 

# # # * # # 



F. B. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES. 



Ba&clat, David, was one of seven sons of the celebrated Apologist of 
the Quakers, — ail of whom were living fifty years after the death 
of their father. David was the last of them. He was a wealthy^ 
mercer in Cheapside, and entertained successivel^ the three kings 
(George I., ÏI., and III.) on their respective visits to the city on 
Lord Mayor's day. He was subsequently the purchaser of Mr. 
Thrale's brewery, and founder of the most famous brewing firm of 
the présent day, Barclay, Perkins, and Co. 

Bebquin, A&NAULD DE, was bom at Bourdeaux in 1749, and died ai 
Paris in 1791. 

Bewley, Williak. He was for some time the writer of the articles 
on science and natural philosophy in the Monthly Review. He 
died at the house of Dr. Ëurney in 1783. 

BoscAWEN, THE HoN. Frances, daughter of W. E. Glanville, Esq.,. 
and wife to Admirai Boscawen. This lady was also mother to the 
Duchess of Beaufort and Mrs. Leveson Gower. AU thèse three 
ladies are celebrated in Miss Hannah More's poem entitled Sensi- 
bility." 

Browne, Hawkins, son of Isaac Hawkins Browne, author of an 
élégant Latin poem entitled De Animi Immortalitate/' wbich was 
translated by Soame Jenyns. 

BuNBUBT, Harby, was one of the most celebrated caricaturists of his 
day in England. He was especially celebrated on subjects con- 
nected with horsemanship. His best and best known work is a séries 
of caiicatures, with humorous descriptive letter-press, on The Ar t 
of Horsemanship." 

Cambbidge, Richabd Owek. This gentleman, of an opulent and 
ancient Gloucestershire family, was distinguished for his wit in con- 
versation, no less than for his taste and talents in literature. He 
wrote a burlesque poem called " The Scribleriad," and was a prin- 
cipal contributor to the periodical paper called " The World." He 
died, aged 85, at his seat near Twickenham, on the banks of the 
Thames, in the year 1802, leaving a widow, two sons, and one 
daughter. His works were coUected and re-published by his younger 
son, who preiîxed to them a memoir of Mr. Cambridge, which has^ 
been justly admired for its élégance and perspicuity. 

Cambbidoe, THE Rev. Geoboe Owen — second son of R. 0. Cam- 
bridge, £sq., Prebendary of Ely and Archdeacon of Middlesex. 
This gentleman is chiefiy known in the literary world* by the valuable 
and interesting memoir of his iather, for which it is indebted to him ; 
but the sphère in which he eminently shone, was that of public and 
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BIOGRAPmCAL JÎOTE& 



primate benerolence. He was ever foremost in assisting and pfomot- 
ing tbe bestcfaaiitabk institutions^ and empk>yed his long and eaeni- 
plary life in doing good to ail that came ivithin the reach of his uo- 
wearied benevolence. He died at Twickenham Meadows, earijr 
in the year 1841. 

Cator, Mb. y was chosen member^f parliament for Ipswich in 1784. 
This gentleman was joint executor and trustée, witn Dr. Johnson, 
Mr. H. Smith, and Mr. Cnitchley« to Mr. Thrale's will. He is 
described by Dr. Johnson as haring much good in his charactery 
and much nsefiilness in bis knowledge.'' Johnson used to riait 
Mr. Cator, at his splendid seat at Beckenham» in Kent. 

CoswAT, RicHABD. The most celebrated miniature painter of his 
day. He also displayed great and vaiied talent in other depaxt- 
ments of the art. He was of extremely eccentric character and 
habits, and professed certain religions and other opinions which sob- 
jected him to the charge of extravagance ; but he was a man of souod 
sensé and strong judgment, in matters appertaining to the business 
of life. 

CowLET, Hankah, authoress of " The Belle's Stratagem/' and other 
less successful dramatic works; and also of some long poetical 
pièces, The Maid of Anjou," &c. She was the daughter of Mr. 
Parkhouse, of Tiverton, Deronshire, wbere she was bom in 1743. 
She died at the same place in 1809. 

CoxE, THE Re V. William. This gentleman, though at présent better 
known by his travels in rarious parts of Europe tban by his other 
works^ contributed rery largely and usefully to the gênerai liteiature 
of his day, chiefly in its biographical and historical departments. 
He was bom in 1747, and was the eldest son of Dr. William Coxe, 
physician to the king's household. He was brought up to the 
church, and in 1771 was appointed to the curacy of Denham, near 
Uxbridge. He was for two years tutor to the late Duke of MarU 
borough. Afterwards (in 1775) he accompanied the late £arl of 
Pembroke (then Lord Herbert) in the grand tour. He was after- 
wards travelling tutor, in succession, to the late Samuel Whithread, 
the présent Lord Portman^ and the son of the Marquis of Coni- 
wallis. He was blind during the last ten years of his life ; which 
circumstance, however, did not prevent him from pr^paring for the 
press the '* Private Correspondence of the Duke of Shrewsbury," 
which appeared in 1821, and " Memoirs of the Administration of 
the Right Hon* Henry Pelham,'' which were just completed at the 
period of his death in 1828. 

Ceutchlet, Mr., was chosen Member of Parliament for Horsham, 
in 1784. 

Dblany, Mb8. This lady, who was bom in 1700, was daughter of 
John Granvîlle, Esq., and nièce of Pope's Lansdowne — of every 
muse the firiend.^' She became, in 1743> tbe second wife of Dr. 
Patrick Delany, the intimate friend of Dean Swift, and of whom, after 
his death, he wrote a work, entitled, Observations on Swift.'' Her 
husband was himself promoted to an Irish deanery (that of Down) 
the year after their marriage^ in 1744. Mrs. Delany was left a widow 
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jû 1768, and was 83 years of âge when she is first mentioned in the 
Diary. Lord Orford 5peaks of her skill in painting, and in imî- 



this vénérable and interesting lady, see Sir Walter Scott's ** Life of 
Swift/' 

Eliot, Mb., of Port Eliot, afterwards the first Lord Eliot. He was 
father of the présent Earl of St. Germains- 

Gabtbshobe, Db. An eminent physician, son of the minister of 
Kirkcudbright, in Scotland, where he was bom. He came to 
London in 1763, and practised there the varions branches of his 
profession, till his death, in 1812. He was the writer of many vala- 
able médical and pbysiological papers in the Transactions of the 
Royal Society, &c. 

GxLLiEs, Db. The leamed author of the " History of Ancient Greece 
till the Division of the Macedonian Empire,^' and several other 
faistorical works. He was appointed by George III. Historiographer- 
Eoyal for Scotland. Dr. Gillies was bom in Forfarshire (Scotknd) 
in 1750, and died in 1824. 

Gbevillb, Mbs. Author of the celebrated *' Ode to Indifférence.*' 
She was wife of Fulk Greville, who was Minister Plenipotentiaiy 
at the court ofBa varia. 
. Hamilton, Sib William, K.B. Was Ambassador at Naples for 
thirty-six years. His mother was nurse to George III., who, on 
coming to the throne, made young Hamilton his equerry. He was a 
person of excellent taste, which he chiefly directed to antiquarian 
researches connected with the classical vicinity in which he so long 
resided. His collection of antique vases (which after his death was 
pnrchased by govemment for the British Muséum) was, and still 
remains, unrivalled. He died in 1803. 

H AN w AT, JoNAS. Celebrated first as a traveller, and afterwards as z 
philanthropist ; the establishment of the Marine Society and the 
Magdalen Hospital was chiefly due to his exertions. He was a 
man of eceentric habits, and greatly injured his fortune by his active 
benevolence. The govemment of the day, (under Lord Bute,) in 
conséquence of solicitations on his behalf from the principal mer- 
chants of London, appointed him a Commissioner of the Navy, 
(which çost he enjoyea for twenty years, and the salary of it to the 
cndof hisîife.) He was bom in 1712, and died in 1786. 

Hatsel, Mb. Was for many years Clerk of the House of Gom- 
mons. 

HoLBOTD, M A JOB. AftcTwards Lord Sheffidd. 
HooLE, JoHK. The translator of Tasso, Ariosto^ &c. He died in 
1803. 

HooLE, THE Rev. Sahuel. Sou of the above, author of a poem 

called " Aurélia." 
Jackson, William. Chiefly known as a musical composer; but 

he possessed considérable and varied attainments, both as a writer 

and an artist. He was bom at Exeter, in 1730, and died in 1804. 
Jenths, Soame, was the son of Sir Roger Jenyns, of Bottisham Hall, 

Cambridgesbire^ which county Mr. I^me Jenyns, after the death 
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of his Êither, represented in parliament. He was a successful writer 
in Tarions departroents of literature, but is chiefly known by his 
work on the " Evidences of the Christian Religion.*' He died in 
1787. 

Kembls, Miss. The lady so named in the Diary, and described as 
the sister of Mrs. Siddons, afterwards became Mrs. Twiss, aud was 
the mother of the présent Horace Twiss, £sq. 

Lever, Sie Abbton . Known as the collector of what was long ex- 
hibited to the public as the Leverian Muséum, consistiog of natural 
and artiiicial curiosities. He was the son of a Lancashire baronet, 
and so impaired his fortune by his passion for coilecting/' that 
he was induced to dispose of his muséum by lottery, in 1785. He 
died in 1788. 

LsvESON, Mes., alluded to in the Poem. She was daughter 
. of Mrs. Boscawen, and wife of the Hon. Leveson Gower. This 
lady is celebrated in Miss Hannah More's poem, entitled Sensi- 



LiGHTFOoT, THE Rev. John. A distinguished botanist of his day. 
He published a botanical work called Flora Scotica," and left at 
his death (in 1788) an excellent Herbarium, which was purchased 
of his executors by George III., for one hundred guineas. 
Luc AN. Ladt. She was wife of the first Lord Lucan. 
Meelin, MonsiÉua. a celebrated French mechanician. He in- 
vented many ingénions objects, some of which were of real utility, 
but most were mere playthings or objects of curiosity. He was at 
one period of his career quite " the rage" in London, where every- 
thing was à la Merlin— Merlin chairs — Merlin pianos-^Merlin 
swings, &c. He opened a very curions exhibition of automata, and 
used to ride about in a strange fantastical carriage, of his own inven- 
tion and construction. 
Metcalf, Me., was chosen Member of Parliament for Horsham in 



MiLLico. An Italian soprano singer, one of the most celebrated of 
his time. 

MoNCKTON, THE HoN. Miss, daughtcr of Viscount Galway, and 
afterwards, (in 1786,) married to the Earl of Cork and Orrery. The 
literary parties of this lady, who died only a few months ago, con- 
tinued to be as singular and as celebrate<l during the présent day, 
as tbey are described as having been at the date when she is first 
referred to in the Diary — sixty years ago. 

MoNTAOU, Mr. Afterwards Lord Rokeby. 

Paoli, General. A Corsican officer, who greatly distinguished 
himself by his exertions to préserve the independence of his native 
country. He organized a force which successfully opposed ail the 
efforts of the Genoese oppressors of Corsica, for nearly ten years, 
and led at length to the cession of the island to the French by the 
Genoese. Paoli refused to concur in this arrangement, and iled to 
England, where he enjoyed a pension of £1200 a-year from the 
English govemment. Twenty years afterwards, (at the Révolution 
of 1789,) he agreed to Corsica peing declared a province of France; 
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but subsequently, by his influence, the island became a dependeuce 
of £ngland. He afterwards relurned to London, where he died 
in 1807. 

Perkins, Mr. At ihe period first referred to in the Diary, Mr. 
Perkins was superintendendent of Mr. Thrale's brewery ; he after- 
wards became partner with Mr. Barclay, the wealthy Quaker. 

Rauzziki. An Italian singer and composer of some eminence, 
who conducted the concerts at Bath for many years. 

Sacchini, Antonio Mario Gasparo. A distinguished Italian 
composer. He was bom at Naples, in 1735. He was for some 
time at the head of the Conservatorio of UOspedaletto, at Venice. 
He afterwards (in 1772) came to Ëngland, and remained here several 
years, but was driven away by one of those petty cabals to which 
the musical world has eyer shewn itself to be disgracefully liable. 
Â report was universally circulated, and extensively believed, that 
many of his best things were composed by Rauzzini — a man infi- 
nitely inferior to Sacchini in everything but the mere mechanism of 
music. Sacchini flnally established himself at Paris, where his great 
talents were duly appreciated, and rewarded by a pension from the 
Queen, Marie Antoinette. He died at Paris in 1786. One of his 
best dramatic pièces (of which he composed more than eighty,) is 
on the subject of " Evelina." 

Sastres, Mr. This gentleman is spoken of by Boswell as Mr. 
Sastres, the Italian Master.** He was on terms of great intimacy with 
Dr. Johnson, some of whose most pleasant letters were addressed 
to him, (see the General Appendix to " Murray's Boswell," vol. 10.) 

Steange, Mr. Afterwards Sir Robert Strange, the most celebrated 
English engraver of his day. He was bom in 1725, in one of the 
Orkney Islands. In early life he entered the army of the Pretender. 
Subsequently he pursued his professional studies at Paris and in 
Italy. He died at London in 1795. 

TuRNER. Sir Gregory Page, Bart., father of the présent Baronet. 

TwiNiNG, THE Rev. Thomas. An accomplished Greek scholar, and 
translater of Aristotle*s " Poetics." 

Vancouver, George. A Captain in the Royal Navy. He served as 
midshipman under Captain Cook, and was afterwards (in 1790) 
appointed to the command of au expédition of discovery to the 
North Pacific Océan. He died in 1798. 

Walker, Adam. Lonç knowu throughout England as a lecturer on 
astronomy, and as the inventer of the Eidouranion. In early life he 
shewed an extraordinary capacity for mechanics, but was of very 
eccentric habits, having when quite a youth built himself a hut in 
a thicket near his father's house, that he might pursue his studies 
uninterruptedly. He first commenced lecturing on astronomy in 
London, m 1778, and continued to do so every year, and also at 
most of the foundation schools, up to the period of his death, 
in 182] . 

Williams, Sir Charles Hanburt. Was M.P, for Monmouth in 
several parliaments. He was afterwards Minister at the Courts of 
Berlin and St. Petersburg. He died in 1759. He is àlluded to 
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in the Diary only as fitther of the witty and acconplûhed Mrs. 
Walsingham. ' 

W&AXALL. Nathaniel William. Thîs gentleman (who was 
created a Baronet in 1813) was a voluminoas wnter of trav^s, 
historical wo4cs, memoirs, &c. He was the ton of a Bristol 
raercbant, and passed the early part of his life in lodia, in the 
dril service of the compaoy. Ue was afterwards appointed Jadge 
Advocate and Paymaster of the Forces of the Piesidency of Bombay. 
His latest work, and that which excited most attention, waseatitled 
HiBtorical Memoirs of roy own Times,'' kc. It was published 
in 1815. Sir Nathaniel Wraxall died at Dover, in 1831, on his 
way to Naples. 
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